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22a nal 185 AUG 1 


Princeſs of Wales 


HBL V beg leave to put 
this Tragedy under the Pro- 


2 tection of Your Royal High- 
neſs; and hope You will condeſcend 
to accept of it, as a Teſtimony of the 


moſt 


DEDICATION. 
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By the Author of Eugypice. (dro tle) 


* f, 3 
And th 1 x ub and Candour, fair, decide. 
He 3 A who blindly comes. to praiſe; 


He dreads no Foe---but whom his Faults may raiſe, 

Indulge ægenemaus Pride, that bids bim own, 

He aims 16. pleaſe, by noWe Means, alone 

By ubat may,avins the Tudgment, wake the Heart, 

Inſpiring” Natures, an 7 ” - FREE 

By Scenes, Jo wrought, ſa rais'd,. as may command 

Applauſe, more from the Head, than from the Hand. 
Important is the Moral we wan d. teach: 

(Ob may this Iſland practiſt what we preach!) 

Vice, in its nut Approach. with Care ia bun; 

The Wretch, who once engages, is undone. 

Crimes lead to greater Crimes, and link ſo ſtreigbt, 

What firſt was Accident, at laſt is Fate: 

TÞ unhappy Servant ſinks into a Slave; 

And Virtue's laſt ſad Strugglings cannot ſave. 

% As ſuch our fair Attempt, we hope to ſee 
Our Tudges, here at leaſt,--from Influence free; 
« One Place,--unbiaſs'd yet by Party-Rage, --- 

« Where only Honour votes,--the Britiſh Stage, 
« We aſe for Fuſtice, for Indulgence ſue - 
Our laſt beft Licence muſt proceed from you, 
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| Egiſtbus, 

| | Meliſander, | Mt. i van 

| | 2m, Cy 4 Mr. Wright. © 

25 5, ;; ; 4 Mr. Green. , | oe bay: 
bius „ Herald, Mr. Havard, 

Offices, &c. ol 3. 


4 Chimera, + Mrs. Porter, 


Caſſandra, Mrs, Cibber. 
Electra, Miſs Bret. _- 
Attendant of Clytenmeſtra, | Mrs, Furnival, 
Trojan Captives, Sc. ES 
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, The Palace of Agamemnon, in Mycens, 
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Fer ſince that mg Su Si ignal. 0 
That Signal, fed 79 
Was ſeen ſome Ni ights a 


' Your loathing Tipe PS, nor XL Shs Bled your Eyes. 


fn if, perhaps, a tranſſent umber bolt Br = 
Vour vighs a moment, and. ret d your Tears 3 
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rs * GAM EM NON. 


Of Guilt, Egiſt hus, Troy and Agamemnon. 
JE: too much, my "Queen. 
1 8 . „ 
15 —— _ Away! away! _ 
8 my „l State — of no Relief, | 
To that fad Comfort of the Wretched leave me, 
To yield me to my Sorrows. 


N ATTENDANT. 4D: 


* oF A. %# þ 8. Hear me, Madam, 


Once the dear 38 of theſe aged Arms 
My tender Care from Life's firſt opening Bud 
My Joy ! my Glory! hear your faithful Servant, 
And let me add your Friend. In Reaſon's Eye, 
That never judges on a partial View, 
Far lefs than your Misfortune is your Guilt. 
Your Guilt --- Forgive me, tis too harſh a Word, 
For what deſerves Compaſſion more than Blame. 
T ktrow the treacherous ways by which you ſunk, 
From pleafing Peace, to theſe yaPpH F cars, 
This anxious Tumult.— | 

| -CLYTEMNESTRA,. — 

Hide me my the View! 

Alonſo 5 mi pre Enn 5 


ATTENDANT, 


| rnb Allow me, 


To Mead: your injur'd Cauſe againſt yourſelf. 


When Agamemnon led the Greeks to Troy, 
And left you, Madam, for the Pomp of War; 
Left you the Pride of Greece, in full blown Beauty, 
The kindeſt Mother, and the fondeſt Wife; 
If Fame ſays true, for Trojan Captives left 9 rg 
But that apart. How did he leave you, 78 1 
Afflicted, outrag d, as a Queen and Mother, 
Betray d to Aulis, with your firſt- born „ Fe 
The blooming, Ipbigenia, under Feint - 

Of her immediate Marriage to Achilles; 
And there no ſooner at. the wind-bound Fleet” | 
Arriv'd, but you — her {potlels Blood 


; 


Stream 


A GAME MN ON. 3 
Stream on the fully?d Altar of Diana. 
The Price of Winds, of a dear - purchas'd Gale, 
To bear them on to Too 23 9 wich Grief, 
Then fir'd by turns to Rage, almoſt to Vengeance, 
At an pod Ms cruel haughty Huſband y  7 
While all your Paſſions were together mix'd, 
And ready for a Change; was you not left 
In a ſubmiſſive ſoothing Lover's powerr. 
Ordain'd your Partner in the Dias Rule: 
O'er Argos and Mycene, 
As pliant ſtill as Aamemnon 4 En 
CLYTEMNESTR A, ring. 

Alas! too true! Vou touch the Source f Woe. 
Why did you leave me, barbarous Agamemmon ? 
Why leave me weeping o'er a murder d Daughter? 
Why helpleſs leave me to a troubled Mindꝰ 
Ah!] why yourſelf betray me to a Lover? 505 7 
What Arts Egiſtbus us d too well I know ; - 
All that can ſoftly ſteal, or gayly charm, +: 
The Heart of Woman. Hence, dear ſad Ideas / 
Deſtroyers hence! And dare you tempt me ſtill, 
Perfidious Syrens ! in that very moment ſever? 
When your falſe Charms have wreckt my Peace for 
Oh, Nature! wherefore, Nature, are we form'd 
One Contradiction? the continual Seer fo: 
Of fighting Powers ? Oh ! wherefore haſt thouſown 
Such War within us, ſuch unequal Conflict, 
Between flow Reaſon and impetuous * 20 
Paſſion reſiſtleſs hurries us away, 
Ere lingering Reaſon to our Aid can come, 
And to uphraid us then it only ſerves. 
Tormentor, ceaſe ! [ | 

| ATTINDANT. / 


.," You wrong yourſelf too muck. 
Think, Madam, how for Years you baffled Love: 
Nor could Egifthus, tho he touch'd your Heart, 
Tho' many'a midnight Tear, and ſecret Sigh, 
To me, and me alone, diſclos'd the Pangs, | 
B 2 That 


4 AG ANEMN ON. 
That dim'd your fading Cheelt; yet could he not, 
With all his Arts, his — — Submiſſion, Charms, 
O'ercome the ſtruggling Purpoſe of your — 
Till Mel:/ander, to a Eat Ide, 
He baniſh'd from your Ear. 
eva e A. | 
25% : Ah Mel;ſander ! 5 
Given to the Beaſts a Prey, or wilder Famine z' 
Ah periſtd Friend |: ſerene directing Light, 
By Agamemnon left to guide my — Z | 
Whom every Science every Muſe adorn'd, 
While the good honeſt Heart enrich'd them all; 
Oh hadft thou ſtill remain'd, then I, this Day, 
Had been as glorious as I now am wretched | 
There breatlies a felt Divinity in Virtue, 
In candid unaſſuming generous Virtue, 
Whoſe very Silence ſpeaks; and which inſpires, 
Without proud formal Leſſons, a Diſdain 
Of mean injurious Vice. But loſt with him, 
With Meliſander, Reaſon, Honour, Pride, 
Truth, ſound Advice, my better Genius fled; 
1 friendleſs, flatter'd, importun'ꝰd and charm'd 
Was left alone with all-· ſeducing Love; 
Love to the Future blind, each ſober Thought 
« Each Conſequenee deſpiſing, ſcorning all, 
Save what it's on enchanting Dreams ſuggeſt. 
What could Ido? —' Away !-Self-flattering Guilt ! 
I ſhould have thought; when Honour once is ſully'd, 
Not weeping Mercy's Tears can waſn it clean; 
J And that one Blot on mine diffus'd a Stain | 
= O'er the proud Honour of a wedded King, 
1 And oer my Children's, my poor blameleſs Children's 


. Whoſe Cheeks will kindle at their Mother's Name! 

1 | I ſhould have thought --- Would 1 N78 think no 

| Jo think is Torture N f 

| 6 ATTENDANT. | 
What avail it Madam . 

—_— "CLy- 


” —_——— 


AO AE MRO 5 
I VICKY DT, BMNCES/ PRA, Py 

O Meliſander !. If the Dead ould hecr, ; 

I would invoke:thy friendly Influence now. 


Would wiſh thee preſent in this Hour of Trouble. 
Perhaps there is in Wiſdom, gentle Wiſdom, 


That knows our Frailties, therefore can forgive | 


Some. healing Comfort for a guilty Mind, 
Some Power to charm it into Peace again, 


And bid it ſmile anew with right Affections. 


No! fruitleſs Wiſh ! --- It cannot, cannot be 
Egiſtbus, who may henceforth give me Laws, 
Dread of Diſcove very, that worſt Tyrant, Shame, ? 
And my own conſcious blotted Hart forbid it, 
Forbid wwe — — 
AT TEN DAN. 
Madam, behold the Man, 
Who, then upon the Watch, obſerv'd the Signal 
Of conquer d Troy, and now attends your Orders 
To give a full Account of what herfaw; + - 


SCENE Il. 


CLYTEMNESTRA, her ATTENDANT,” and | 
the Max who obſerved the Signal. 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 1 
Are you then ſure that you beheld this Dy 


Or was it not ſome Viſion of "oe 


That painted, while your waking With ? | 
Or eld perhaps ſome ieee the N icht * 


Madam, Troy double les one Heap of Ruins; 
I ſaw the Sional of it's Fate diſtinctly. 
The Night was dark and ſtill. A heavier Gloom 
Neer cover'd Earth, In low'ring Clouds, the Stars 
Were muffled deep; and not one Ray, below, 
Oer all nee glimmer'd, or around i it. wn 
hen 


* 


6 A GAM EMNON. 


When ſtrait, at fartheſt Eaſt, a ruddy Light 


Sprung up, and, wide-encreafing, rolPd along; 
By turns diminifh d, and by turns renew'd, [ 
A Wave of Fire: at laſt, it flam'd confeſs'd, 
From Iſle to Iſle, and beachy Point to Point; 
Till the laſt Blaze at Nauplia ended, plain. P 7 
A glorious Sight] and as a Greek rejoic'd' me. 


|  CLYTEMNESTRA. | e 
How fits the Wind 2 1 1 0 
ene |; 
F "Ie blows from Try, dire 
A bold and ſteady Gale. 


"CLYTEMNESTRA. 
"Tis well. Retire, 
Tour Cir my zen een Pains tal be rewarded, 


f 


xt c E N E III. 
CLYTEMNESTRA, her ATTENDANT. 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 


He comes! he comes! the hapleſs Victor comes 
Even now his trophy'd Veſſel ſtreaks the Main, 
And ploughs the Billows with triumphant Prow ; 
Or, by glad Crouds receiv'd, perhaps, he hails 
His native Shore, and preſſes on to Shame. 

Even now with Glory charg'd, with Conqueſt gay, 


Crown d with the * of ten famous Years, / 
He dreams to join them to the peaceful Olive; 


And, after rugged Toils and perillous War 
Soft to repoſe him on the Myrtle Bed 


| Of calm domeſtic'Blifs. How vain. the Hopes : 


How ſhort the Proſpect of believing Man 
I dare not look before me, _ not FR 
2 riſing e 
ATTENDANT, 
Behold Egiſthus, Madam, 
CLYTEMNESTRA, 


Leave me. SCENE 


x OM E * NO N. Ne 


4 U F. K f 205" ook 


e 16 . 
Iich 31261 
Eolsrnus. after: ſome Silence, 
| And is it thus, O'Clytemneſtra, 
Thus chat, in Hoare of Danger, Lovers meet? Fi 


| [payfe ö 
Still coldly Klent; gill the Look averted; 2 
Where not one Softneſs glows? While Anger, Fear, 
Diſguſt and fick Repentance, ſnifting, cloud 
Your vary'd Cheek. *Tis plain, you never ed. 

"CLYTEMNESTRA, _ 
Oh that I never had)" 1 | | 
EcrsTHvus, 
You never did. 
The very Power to wiſh it proves you did not. 
CCLYTEMNESTRA, 
He ne'er deſerv'd my Love, who dares ſuſpect ĩ it, ; 
EcisTHwUs. 
Not to ſuſpect it Weakneſs were and Folly, 
CLYTEMNESTRA, 50 
Nor only doubt; believe your Doubts, 
277) POSE: Tan: 1907 INOUE 


Curt EMNESTRA. 
You do! * ++ 18 
a bern 

Nay more, am of their Truth aſſur d. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. ' 
"Tis baſe, un oh an ungenerous Inſult, 
To tell me this. 14 * wy «op L 
Z Urge not too far wap 0 
Tho' you have go d on my —— oy x YO 
That 2 bf Pride o Foul which knows no Fear, 
And bears no Inſult; yet to you, at leaſt, 
To you of all-Mankind, 1 wil be bold, 


n 


3" AG AME MN ON. 
As I had never err'd, will be a Queen, 
The Blood of 7 be Clytemneftra ſtill. 


o TS T HUS. * 


Be temperate; Madam: I have told or * 


But that I am not worthy of your 
OCLYTEMNESTRA,! > 
Curſe on that Pride! which, with affected e 
Humility conceals. And am I then fo vile, 
So loſt to Reaſon, Honour, common — 3 ; 
As without Love, that all-compelling Fury, 
Without debaſing, AN — blind Love ; 
To bow me from the Height of happy Life, 
To, this low fearful State of on — Shame? 
Miſtake me not I would not waſte one Word, 
One paſſing Word, affronted thus, ta ſave you 
From Jealouſy's worſt Rage; did not, alas 
A kind of mournful Juſtice to my ſelf 
Tear from my ſwelling Heart the mean Confeſſion. 
How art then fallen / to what mn a 
Unhappy Chuenmngfre! - | | A 1 
EcaoTRhUs. 
| Harſh ConftruRion ! 

And yettheſe Frowns delight, that Anpercharmsn me. 

O more than layely | O majeſtic: Fair- one! 
Since you then know the jealous Force of Love, 
Forgive its tender Fears, its fond Offence ; ; 


| Offence I could not mean. 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 
. Il-iated the! 
Who muſt: forgive. : „ten | 
A EelerfHus. * 
a er rather caſt me from you, ' 
Than thus upbraid me wich ſo forc'd.a Pardon. 
O Clytemneſtra! where are now thoſe Looks, 
Thoſe Looksoffmiling Heaven, of radiant Sweetneſs, 
That wak d our Morn of Love? Within whoſeSphere, 
No Evil dutſt approach, no Sadneſs dwell; |: 


While the charn'dGazar kao nor Ee vor Danger? 


a 
— 


A GAME MN ON. 9 


And et they then at laſt in gloomy Quarrels? 
Let us not quarrel, Why ſhould Lovers quarrel ? 


Life is for that too ſhort, too precious Time; 


Theſe Moments chiefly, theſe impetuous Moments, 
That to the Brink of Ruin ſeem to roll 


Our mingled Fate. Even now 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 
X t Aal. *Tis true! Tis true 
Alas! methinks, in every hollow Blaft, | 


That ſhakes this Palace, Agamemnon comes. 


Yes, yes, Egiſtbus, ftill a Proof remains, 
A matchleſs Proof of Love, I mean to give you. 
Glad will I throw this regal Pomp afide, 
And, inſtant; with you ſeek ſome diſtant Country, 
Some gloomy Thracian Dale, where piny Hemus 
May wrap us in impenetrable Shade : | 
There, there, the coarſeſt Life, fed by hard Toll, 
Will be luxurious Eaſe to what I feel, 
To this big Pang that labours at my Heart, 
And fires my mingling Paſſions into Anguiſh. 
Quick! let us fly, Egiſtbus, fly this Moment! 
The next may ſeize us, bind us down to Shame, 
Deteſted Same! | 
EG1isTHUS. 

What! Clytemneſtra ! fly! 
That is indeed the Road direct to Shame, 
To Infamy for ever. He who flies, 
In War or Peace, who his great Purpoſe yields, 
He is the only Villain of this World: | 


But he, who labours firm and gains his Point, 


Be what it will; who crowns him with Succeſs ; 

He is the Son of Fortune and of Fame, 

By thoſe admir'd, thoſe ſpecious Villains moſt, 

That elſe had bellow'd out Reproach againſt him. 
Beſides your Huſband, your vain-gloricus Huſband, 

Proud Agameginon, who ten years has warr'd * 

At Troy, to ſcourge your Siſter Helen's Rape, 

N 1 C * Dream 


And all to purchaſe for her Sire's Impatience, 
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Dream you that he would not purſue our Flight, 
Thoꝰ we took ſhelter in Cimmerian Shades, 
And drag us back, the Scorn of hiſſing Greece, 


| To then deſerv*d, to true unpity'd Shame. 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 
Excuſe my. weaker Heart. But how, Egiſtbus, 


. How ſhall I bear an injur'd Huſband's Eye ? 
The fierceſt Foe wears not a Look ſo dreadful, 


As does the Man we wrong. 
EcGcisTHUS. 
Madam, your Fears 


Caſt a falſe Glare upon your troubled Reaſon, 


That blinds it quite. An injur'd Huſband he 


He wrong d! No, Clytemneſtra never, never, 


Can never wrong her Tyrant Agamemnon, 
Tyrant of common Greece; can never wrong 


The Man who leaves her ten regardleſs Years, 
For the vain Honours of a fooliſh War 

Nay, who confum'd thoſe Years, if Fame ſpeaks true, 
In nothing leſs than War; inſtead of War, 

In hamedal Squabbles with his nobler Friends, 
About their Captive Females, training out, 

An amorous Revel rather than a War, 

Far from his Country, Family and Queen. 

And can you wrong this Falſe-one ? Think of Aulis, 
How baſely to. that Port you was betray'd, | 
And what dire Nuptials waited there your Daughter. 


Think with what Price he bought his cruel Trophies. 
Behold the firſt-born Bloſſom of your Youth, 


Your Ipbigenia, her mild Eyes dejected, 
Her Cheek o'ercaſt with Fear, her Boſom bare, 


An helpleſs, harmleſs uncomplaining Victim, 
Stab'd by the murderous Calcbhas; whilſt her Father, 


Her unrelenting Father, to protect 
The Sacrifice, ſtands by. Behold, ſhe bleeds, 
Pours the rich Stream ſhe dtew from that fair Boſom, 


Falls like a drooping Flower untimely cut, 


From 
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From ſome fell Demon that bely*d Diana, 

A riſing Gale. The Gale begins to blow, 

The Pendants flutter z when away he goes, 

Gayly he goes; and leaves a wretched Mother, 

To weep her murder d Child. If yet one Spark 

Of wonted Spirit burns in Clytemneſtra, 

If ſhe ſtill lives to Juſtice and to Nature, | 

Theſe theſe are Wrongs, that call aloud for Ven- 
eance; 

And there are Hands that boldly--ſtart not, Madam - 

That will with Pride avenge you. | 

| 1 CLYTEMNESTRA. | 

oi Ha! what Hands? 

What Vengeance, ſay? Touch not ſo wild a String; 

It wakes new Diſcord in my jarring Soul. 


: To the juſt Gods, not us, pertaineth Vengeance.. 


I cannot, will not, &er conſent to Gods! 
Whererovesmy Tongue?--Youdid not mention that, 
You did not mean it ſure——Oh ſpare, Egiſtbus, 
In pity ſpare my laſt Remains of Virtue! 

Oh make me not beyond Recovery vile! 

A Horror to myſelf !—-How wretched they, 


Who feel, yet cannot ſave, their dying Virtue ! 
1 [ A Shout heard. 


IF What means this Tranſport of the madning People ? | 


Oh my preſaging Heart Save me !-—Again!. 

Ah! little think they how their Joy diſtracts me 
| EcisTHUS. - 

Some move this way--Reſume your Temper, Madam. 


SC E NE V. 


Jo CIVYVTEMNESTRA an OFFICER be- 
9 longing to the Court. 


; OFFICER, 
Madam, the King is near, from Nauplia comes 
But ſuch rejoicing Crouds around him throng, 
C 2 | 


% 
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As makes h's Journey ſlow. Juſt now atriv'd;' 
Talthybius brings the News, and craves Admire 


CLYTEMNESTRA.” | 
Conduct him hither. | | 0 


Sn e en 
CLYTEMNESTRA, alone. Yrs! 


0 Oh too faithful Signal | 
Now muſt I take mother Step in Vice. ,_ 
Down, ſtubborn Heart! and learn Diſſimulation: 
Ves learn to ſmile, tho? Sorrow wrap thee round; 
' Learn to be Friends with Baſeneſs.—See ! how gay 
TIS Herald dier along! 1 Man! ri 21 


80 E N E VI. 
CLYTEMNESTRA, TALTHYBIUS, ut 
Some Grecian Soldiers that attend „ i | 


CuyTEeMnzsT RA. + 


Welcome, Talthybius ; welcome, 'ye brave Greeks. 
How fares the King ? 
| TaiTHyYBIus, 
Madam, the King is well; 
Health Happineſs and Glory join to crown him. 
His Heart, impatient to oF: with yours, 
Sends me before him with its warmeſt Wiſhes, 
Its warmeſt Gratulations. Tell, he ſaid, 
Go tell my Clytenmeſtra, that the Thoughts 
Of meeting her awake a dearer Joy 
Than Conqueſt ever gave: even tedious ſeems 
„ My People's Love, that Joſes me a Moment. 
This Crown which circled once the Royal Brows 
Of Hecuba, of Prian's lofty Queen, 
He prays You to __ | 


* 


CIVYTEM· 


— 
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CLYTEMNESTRA. 3 bio HH 
| There, ſet it down. 


-I own; "Talthybins, the ſoft Moiſture fills 


My Woman's Eyes, while on the ſudden Turns 

Of Fate I think, on Fortune's fad Reverſes-. 

Oft when blind Mortals think themſelves foie; 

In height of Bliſs, they touch the Brink of Ruin. 

But ſure your Voyage has been wond'rous quick, 

Not three full Days- s all the Fleet retutn*d'? 
}TALTHY'BI1US. 

No, Madam; none, except this ſingle Shi 

Which bore the Kipg : the reſt are ſcatter” Wider 


When to the joyous Breeze we r our _ 


And left that Bay, where Simois and Scamander - 
Mix with the rapid Helleſpont; while Troy, 
Or what was Trey, yet wreathing Smoak to | tl 
And Td&'s woody Top, receding, ſunk 


Beneath the trembling Main: the Sky was fair; 


And, wing'd-our Courſe with ſlender Airs, welail'd, 


Till Night, in goodly 1 along. 
But ſtrait, as Evening fell, t 


1 Gale, 
Encreaſing gradual, from the red North- Eaſt, 
Blew ſtiff and fierce. At laſt the Tempeſt howl'd. 
Next Morning, nought but angry Seas and Skies 
Appear'd, conflicting, round. Mean time, right on, 
Our ſtrong· ribbꝰd Veſſel drove before the Blaſt, 
That, * ſomewhat of its Fury, gave us 
A quick auſpicious Voyage. Safe, we paſs'd 
The Cyclade Iſles, that, o'er the troubled Deep, 
Seem'd then to float amidſt the mingling Storm. 
Only at one, with much ado, we touch'd, 
Nor without riſque. 
CLyTEMNESTR 4. 
And why? 
TALTH-YBIUS. 

Madam, compell'd 
By ſacred Pity. On the foaming Beach, 
A miſerable Fi * beck' ning ſtood, 

Horrid 


* wr 9 — 
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Horrid and wild, with Famine worn away. 

| His plaintive Voice, half by the murmuring Surge 

| Abſorpt, juſt reach d our Ears, In Greet he call'd, 
3 adjur'd us by the gentle Gods, ( 
That make the Wretched their peculiar Care, 
To bear him thence, from ſavage Solitude, 
Into the chearful Haunts of Man again. 

, | CLYTEMNESTR A. 

1 What ? --- Of Condition look*d He? 

| TALTHYBIUS. 

| Fe So he ſeem'd ; 

| Tho? dim'd by helpleſs ſolitary Life. 

| The King regards him much---Forgive me, Madam; 

| I ſeethe rueful Image but diſturbs 

15 Your generous Soul. 

© | CLYTEMNESTRA, _ 

| I.i thank you, good Talthybins ; 

| And from the King himſelf will learn the reſt. 

| ITzhis Ring, on which a Victory is cary'd, 

With curious Art, befits the News you bring : 

I am your Debtor ſtill ; and, Soldiers, yours. 


— 


Ee thefoft ACT. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
CLYTEMNESTRA, ATTENDANT, / 


 CLyYTEMNESTRA, 
Rriv'd ſo ſoon! l am not half 
A My Features all are ſunk with conſcious rl j 
My Eyes are yet too tender to diſſemble, 
ATTENDANT. 
Madam, be firm. Wipe off theſe gloomy Tears, 
In which too plain is read your troubled Saul. 
Juſt now the Trumpet ſpoke the King's Approach. 
CLYTEMNESTRA. 
*Tis come, at laſt, the trying Hour is come! 
Oh that my Heart were hard, and Features falſe !--- 
Again theſe Trumpets ſwell--- 
ATTENDANT, | 
A moment, Madam, 


A moment will TAR you. 
CLYTEMNESTRA. 


Open, Earth, 
And ſwallow up my Shame l- What can I do? 
Where look ? what fay ? Confuſion! Torture! 
ATTENDANT, 
WW. 
4 CLYTEMNESTRA, 
Ah, Coward that I am ! Was there no Ps 
To 74 this ten- fold Death ? _ 
ATTENDANT. 
Hark ! loud and near, 


The Triumph comes, 


CL y- 


— 


Forgive me, Azamemnen ; but I cannot, 


1 AGAMEMN'ON: 


CLYTEMNESTRA. 


Well. — give me Breath----... _. 


L Endtabouring to compoſe ber Agitation. 
AAM EMNON, SIT he So: 
A Moment, 


Leave me, my Friends. 
? "GK TOP ION 2.874 A. | 
Ha ! heard you not his Voice ? 
Yes, yes, 'tis he! Go, bring my Children hither : 
They may relieve me. 
ATTENDANT. 
| O remember ! --- 
CLTTEMXEST EA 
8 * 


13 SCENE II. 


AGAMEMNON, CLVYTEMNESTRA. 


AGAMEM NOV. 
Where i is my Life! my Love! my Clytemneſtra ! 
O let me preſs Thee to my fluttering Soul, 
That is on wing to mix itſelf with thine? 
O thou, for whom I live, for whom I conquer, 
Than Glory brighter ! O my Clytemneſtra'! 
Now, in this dear Embrace, I loſe the Toils 
Of ten Years War; Abſence, with all its Pains, 
Is by this charming Moment wip'd away. 


All- bounteous Gods! Sure, never was a Heart 


So full, ſo bleſt as mine. ---[ diſcovering her Diſorder. 
But whence, my Faireſt 


What mean theſe Tears? Not Tears of happy Love, 
Such as I ſhed.- What means that clouded Look, 


W hoſe downcaft Sweetneſs will not ſhine upon me? 

Why this cold Meeting? Why unkindly damp'd 

My, Ardor thus? Oh ſpeak, my Clytemneſira ! 
 CLYTEMNESTRA. 


Alas ! 
3 


* than King, the General of the Greeks , 
D. | 


AGAMEMNON. - 


Abs! l cannot ſee your Face again, 
Without refle&ing where I ſaw you lat. 


Aulis is prefent to my Eyes anew, _ . | 
The Ships, the Chief) 2h, the Guards, the bloody Cal- 
All the Ties Pomp of Sacrifice around : ' 


Anew my Daughter bleeds, baſely deceiv'd ! 


And _ I 2 that awful Row. that doom d Her, 


Need Agamemnon wonder at my Tears? 


AGAMEMNON, 


Why will my Clytemneftra add new Stings 


To what here rankles but too deep already? 
Ahl. why impute to me the Work of Fate? 


'Tis not indulging private Inclination, 
The ſelfiſh Paſſions, 'that ſuſtains the World, 


And lends its Rulers Grace; no, tis not thence . 
That Glory 25 and high immortal Deeds : 
'* The Public 


d, the Good of others, ſtill, 
Muſt bear fond Nature down, in him who dares 


= pi to worthy. Rule ; imperious Honour 
] 


Still o'er the moft Diſtinguiſh'd lords. it moſt. 

Was it for me? -- Let even your Paſſions judge 
For Azamemnon was it, when ordain'd, 

By common. Voite, the General of the Greeks ; ; 


While twenty Kings beneath iny Banner march'd; 


And while around me full- aſſembled Greece, 
Indignant, kindled at your Siſter's Rape, 

On her old native Foe demanding Vengeance, 

On faithleſs Aa: Was it then for me, 

To quench this glorious Flame? And to refuſe | 
One Life to Thouſands, to thoſe erous Thouſands, 
That for my Honour, for the ; pau Honour 


Of Chienneftra's Family, ſtood all 


Prepar d to die? If to the mingled Voice | 
Of Honour, Duty, Glory, Public Good, 


Of the commanding Gods, I had been deaf; 


And, in the ſeeble Father, poorly funk _ - , 
The Greek, the Chief, the Patriot and the King g. 


Then 


„% _ AGANENMNGOTWN. 
Then you yourſelf, my Clytemneftra's Self, [me. 
Muſt (let her Heart avow the Truth) have ſcorn'd 
Nor think it was an eaſy Reſignation. 
Oh Clytemneftra ! Had you ſeen within, 
What here within my tortur'd Boſom paſs'd; 
To that my Battles fince were only Sport. 
No, not the kindeſt Mother, bath'd in Tears, 
As o' er her agonizing Babe-ſhe hangs, 
Feels what I ſuffer'd then—You may remember--- 
Again the Father melts'me at the Thought --- 
You may remember how I hid my Face ; 
Aſham'd to let the Greeks around. behold 
The Tears, that miſbecame their General's Cheek. 
.. Then ceaſe to blame what rather merits Pity, 

I might add Praiſe.--- He, who the Father's Heart 
More tender has than mine, too tender has it. 
I love my Children, as a Father ſhould ; 
Beſides, I love them from a ſofter Cauſe, 


I love my Chytemngſtra. 
| CLYTEMNESTRA, 


Had, alas! 
Had Agamemnon lov'd me, would He, nay, 
Could he have left me in the Rage of Grief. 
My 3 yet freſh bleeding in my fight? 
Left me ſo long? Love ſurely muſt have found, 
In the wide Round of ten revolving Years, 

Some way to ſee me, to prevent theſe Sorrows - -- 
Why was I thus abandon'd, Agamemnon ? - 
__— AGAMEM NON. 

Let me kiſs off theſe Tears O beauteous Tears 
If ſhed by doubting Love, if ſhed for Abſence. 
Inſtead of theſe Reproaches, aſk me rather, 
How I that Abſence bore : and here all Words 
All Eloquence is dumb, to ſpeak the Parigs, 
That lurked beneath the rugged Brow of War. 
When glaring Day was clos'd, and huſh'd the Camp, 
Oh! then, amid ten thouſand other Cares, 
Thoſe ſtung the keeneſt that remember'd Thee, 


That 


Vnhappy Man 


* 
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That on my long - left Cytemnęſtra thought, 


On what wild Seas and Mountains lay between us. 
CLYTEMNESTRA. 


AGAMEMNON, 
What ſays my Clytemneſtra ? 

.  "CLYTRBAMMEITEA.. . 
Unhappy Mortals ! by vain Words deceiv'd, - 
To their own Pride, to joyleſs Honour Slaves. 

| AGAMEMNON. e 
He, he, alone, can claim a Right to Bliſs, 
Who has fulfill'd the painful Taſk of Honour. 
_— CLYTEMNESTRA. | 
But what avails a Right to vaniſh'd Bliſs ? 
| AGAMEMNON. 


Let me once more adjure thee, Clytemneſtra, | 


By every tender Name of Love adjure Thee, 

To loſe in kind Oblivion theſe our paſt--- 5 

I would not call them Quarrels - Ah! there was, 

There was a Time -I will indulge the Thought 


When everlaſting Tranſport tun'd our Souls: 


When join'd to vernal Life, the Spring of Love 
Around us gayly blow'd ; and Heaven and Earth, 

All ſmiling Nature look'd delighted on. | 

Yet, would my Chtemneſtra lend her Aid, 

know. a Paſſion ſtill more deeply charming ' 
Than fever'd Youth e'er felt; and that is Love, : 
By long Experience mellow'd into Friendſhip. 

How far beyond that froward Child of Fancy! 


With Beauty pleas'd awhile, anon diſguſted, 


Seeking ſome other Toy; how nobler far 

Is this bright Offspring of unchanging Reaſon, 

That fonder grows with Age and Charms for ever! 
It is not Ak, Chremnefrra, thus, : 


That I ſubmit to double my Intreaties z -- 


But, oh deſtroy not the collected Hopes 
Of Life and Love! Oh make not Conqueſt hateſul 


I ſhall abhor it, if it coſt me thee, 
D 2 SR * 
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Coſt me thy Love. A Daughter was too much, 


And ten Years Abſence from my Chytemneſtra. 
Add not to theſe a Loſs I cannot bear, - - 
The Loſs of thee, thou lovelieſt of thy Sex | 
And once the kindeſt ! a 

| CLFTEMNMEST A. 

1 

hann e. 
Turn not away 3 
Thete i is relenting Gooanels ; in thy Look. 
| CLYTEMNESTRA. ' 

Alas! .untimely Fondneſs—— Agamemmon ! 
Too generous Agamemnon ! you diſtreſs me. 
Would you were not ſo kind, ſo tender, now! 
Or ne'er 2 been ſo cruel | 
AGAMEMNON, 

| Pp | -*Tis unjuſt 
To.call me cruel. Fate, the Gods, our F ins 
Were cruel to us both What could I more 
To ſooth our parting Woes, and eaſe my Abſence ? 
I left you Meli/ander to adviſe you, 
' . Left you the wiſeſt, faithfulleſt and beſt—— . 

| On whiſp ring Nature Are not theſe my Children? 


SCENE III. 


- AGAMEMNON, CLYTEMNESTRA, 'ELExc- 
TRA, OREST Es. 


ACA EM NON. 
My Daughter! my Electra] 
N ELECTRA. 
| O my Father ! 
AGAMEMNON. 77 
come to my Arms, my Boy! my dear Oreſtes ! 
In whom I live anew, my younger Self! 
And thou, Electra, in thy opening Cheek 
I mark thy Mother's Bloom : even ſo ſhe look'd, 
Such the mild * with which her — * 
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Oh thou ſoft Image of my Cee! 
My other Ipbigenia ! 
| ELECTRA.' 
E Oh my Father! 

My Joy.! my Pride! my Glory! * in Dreams, 
I oft have ſeen, as if return'd from Troy ; 
But till unwelcome Morning, with a Tear, 
Wip'd out the dear Illuſion of the Night. 
And is it then no more a faithleſs Viſion? 
Oh ꝛ'tis my Father! whoſe Departure hence, 

And Ipbigenia's Death I juſt remember. 
How glorious, Ipbigenia, was thy Death | 
A Death I envy rather than lament. | 
Who would not die to gain immortal Fame, 
Deliver Greece and crown a Father's Glory ? 

AAM EM NOx. 
Come to my Arms again, my generous Daughter! 
And Thou my Son! O that thy tender a0 
Had ſuffer d thee'to ſhare our Toils at Tr 
*TisWar that forms the Prince: tis Har 3 Toils 
"Tis ſleepleſs Nights, and never-refting Days; 
»Tis Pain, tis Danger, tis affronted Death; 
*Tis equal Fate for all, and changing Fortune; 
That rear the Mind to Glory, that inſpire 
The nobleſt Virtues and the gentleſt Manners. 
Where ſhall I find, to teach Thee PR keel 
Another Troy ? | 
ORESTES, 
How happy had J been! 

| To have beheld what I muſt only hear. 
But I will hear it often, every Day; 
Will learn yaur Story, ſtudy your —_— 
Will try to mix your Virtues with your 
And not diſgrace the Laurels I inherit. 
My Boſom flutters with I know not what— 
Forgive me, Sir, I am too young to ſay it 
But ſomething here I feel, which bids me hope 


That I ſhall not betray my Father's — 
G A- 
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Son of my Soul! — Look here, my Clytemneftra | 
Look here and weep with Tenderneſs and Tranſport ! 
What is all taſteleſs Luxury to this? 
Jo theſe beſt Joys, which holy Love beftows? 
O Nature! Parent Nature! Thou, alone, | 
Art the beſt Judge of what can make us happy ! 


Enter an Officer- belonging to the Court, 
| OFFICER, | 
Egiſtbus, Sir, attends. | 
| | AGAMEMNON. ö 
88 Go, bid him enter. 
Retire, my Clytemneftra, my dear Children: 
We ſoon ſhall meet again, till then farewel. 


SCENE IV. 
AGAMEMN ON. | 

Obey me, Features, for one ſupple Moment: 
You ſhall not long be tortur d. Here, in Courts, 
We muſt not wear the Soldier's honeſt Face. 
He little thinks I have him in the Snare 
Of Meliſander, whom, in my return, 

I from that deſart Hand chanc'd to fave, 

To which the Ruffian ---- 


SCENE V. 
AGAMEMNoN, EcIsTHus. 


EcGc1sTHUS. A: 

| | Health to Agamemnon 

And Happineſs reſponſive to his Glory ! 
 AGAMEMNON. 

Couſin, I greet you well. 

EG1STHUS. 

| Forgive me, Sir, 
Lou have ſurpriz'd us with this quick Return: 
For by that Signal, whoſe illuſtrious Flame 
. | Rejoic'd 
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Rejoic'd all Greece, we did not haps Four Preſence 
Theſe three days hence. Forgive, unprepar'd, 
We only with that Joy, that Tranſport, wonder, 
Which ſwell each Grecian Boſom, thus receive you. 
And truly ſuch a Burſt I have not ſeen 
Of that beſt Triumph. City, « | 
Is in a gay triumphant Tenge toſt. 
I ſcarce could 2 5 alon he Trum 's Voice 
Is loſt in loud repeated Shouts, that 
YourName to Heaven. Ten thouſand Eves, bela, 
Ake to behold the Conqueror of Troy. 
AGAMEMN ON, | 
The nobleſt Praiſe that can ſalute my Ear, 
The ſweeteſt Mufic, is my People's Joy. | 
But ſure your Tongue has done it ample Jultc 3 
Truſt me, you blazon a Deſeription well. 
I haye not heard ſo much obliging FED ""» 
Theſe many Years. AP > Sa" 
EorsTarvs. ..:.. 1271 
| Miſconſtrue not my Zeal: 
On the e full Heart obedient Language waits. 
I feel ſo deep your Glory, Agamemnon, .. | 
As mingles with 2 y a, ſort of Paſſion, | N 
That almoſt touches WI. O ye Gods 
Has, while I liv'd, a War, the moſt renown'd 
Which any Age &er ſaw, or ſhall again 
Be ſeen; a War, whoſe neyer-dying Fame 141 
Will cover Earth, and reach remoteſt Time, 9 
Has ſueh a War adorn'd my Days, andi 
Not ſhar'd its Glory? Pining here, unknown, 
In nameleſs e have I loſt my Lite! 
AGAMEMNON.. | 
This Ardor is the Mode. But know, Exiltbus, 
That ruling a free People well in hace, 
Without or yielding or uſurping Power 
Maintaining firm the Honour. of the Laws, 
Yet — ſoftening their too rigid Doom, W 


As 1 129 uire; the State, 
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Throꝰ factious Storms, or the more dangerous Calms 
Of Peace, by long Continuance grown corrupt; 
Beſides the fair Career which Fortune opens, _ 
To the mild Glories of protected Arts, 

To Bounty, to Beneficence, to Deeds | 

That givethe Gods themſelves their brighteſt "oY : 
Yes, know, that theſe are, in true Glory, equal, 

If not ſuperior, to deluding Conqueſt : | 
Nor leſs demand they Conduct, Pane, - Care, 
And pelſeveriig —_ 

| EcrsTHvs. 4 mae 
| Say thankleſs Teil. r 
Harſh and unpleafing 3 7 inſtead of Praiſe * 
And due Reward, meets oftner Scorn, Reproach, 
Fierce O jon to the cleareſt Meaſures ; FLW 
Injuſtice, Banifhment, or Death itſelf: © 
Such is the Nature of. malignant Man. | 

Not ſo the Victor's Meed : Him all approve, | 

Him all h mY. 

"EE EMM ON, . 

© Yet tho? a toilfome Taſk, 
Tho an \ ungrateful Labour oft to rule; 
I not ſo hardly of Mankind, Egifthus,  _. © 
Preſume to judge. Truth, Wiſdom, r Juſtice, 

Beneficence, and to the Public Good 
A conſtant Tenor of well. laid Deſigns; 

Theſe muſt be awful in the worſt of Times, 
Be amiable, dear; while Worth, at laſt 8 
Will light up Worth, and Virtue kindle Virtue. 
You was however eas'd of half the Toil, 1 
By him I left to counſel ln 
By e. 

Eis TRHus. 
Would to N I * ! 
"AGAMEMNON,. 
You much amaze me. Is not Met ander 
. Joft and faithful? ES 


n 
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| E G1 ST U 9. 
| Sir, foil 
He wore « ſpeious bf. nr. 
AAM EM NON. | 
| Beware, E Jiu 
I know his ſtedfaſt Worth, and will not . 
The fartheſt Hint that ſtains the Man I love. . 
| EolsrRus. | 
Then urg'd by. Truth, and in my own Defence, 
I boldly will affert him, Agamemnon, 
To be more apt to trouble and embroil, : 
Than 175 a State. A certain ſtubborn Virtue, 
I would'f: Affectation of blunt Virtue, 
Beneatli whoſe outfide Froth, fermenting, lay 
Pride, Envy, action, Turdulence of Soul, 
And Democratic Views, in ſome ſort, made him 
A ſecret Traitor, equally | unit 
Or to obey or rule. But that I check d 
HFiis early Treaſons, here, at your Return, 
Lou might have. found your Kingdom a Republic. 5 
'AGAMEMNON, 
Oo [ſhall loſe all Patience !=— _ " [Mfide. 
Tou do well, 
To give your Accuſation open Speech. 
Meantim̃e, remember, 1 muſt fully prove it, 
Tou muſt And he Meliſander proves 
The Wretch you have deſcrib'd, proves Man is vain, 
And faps the broad Foundations of all + +, th 
I know he would not patiently look on, 
And ſuffer ill Deſigns to gather Strength, 
Awaiting gentle Seaſons ; yes, I know, 
He had a troubleſome old-faſhion'd way, ch pats 
Of ſhocking courtly Ears with horrid Truth. 
He was no civil Ruffian: none of thoſe, 
Who lye with twiſted Looks, betray with Shrugs— 
I wax too warm — But he was none of thoſe, 
Is none of thoſe duft-licking, *. cloſe, 


Infinuating, Peckled, ſmooth — 


Of your own Blood you doubt 


| Tho he the heavieſt 
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That make it ſo unſafe, chiefly for Kings, | 
To walk this. weedy World Pardon my Heat 
I wander from the Þ urpoſe — Y ou,  Egiſthus, 
Muſt prove your — to Mekander's Face 
Muſt P En 
| _Ec1sTauvs. 


Surely —Sinoe the Princely Faith 


AGAMEMN oN. 
Friendſhip and Truth 
Are more a-kin to me than Blood RE 
| EgisTuvs. 9", q 
You ſhall, 
You. ſhall * Proof; but to his Face you cannot. 
AGAMEMN ON: 
But to his Face I will! cannot Why? 
GISTHUS, 
He wanders far from. ay I know not where. 
For when I found 7 an undoubted Traitor, 
uniſhment deſerv'd. 
Yet in regard to that Eſteem, which, once, 


Tou deign'd to bear him, Baniſhment alone 


Was all I did inffict. 
ee e 1 
1 thank you, Sir 
O you a are wond'rous good Las 4 tell me, how, 
How. durſt you, meddle in the Sphere od | 
To C Iytempeſtra ? He was left to Her; 
To be her Counſellor I left my Friend, 


Left Meliſander; left a Man, whom: 3 


Whom well I knew; perhaps, to check you, left him . 


And you pretend, you/—But. I, will be calm 


Theſe P ions in a King to his Inferiors, 
Who cannot anſwer equal, are not comely. 
Forgive my Tranſport A more quiet Hour 
Shall fift. this, Matter to the bottom, ſhall, 
Do Meli . * i Juſtice, 


SCENE 


4 
— 
4 
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8 C E NE VI. 
Eos rAus. 


Now 50 thy way, weak open-hearted Man, 

Thus to declare the Ruin thou intendeſt. | 

Go, rate thy Trejan Slaves; and elfewhere 

This Inſolence of Camps. Tame, as Iſcem, 

Submiſſive, mild, and patient of thy Threats, 

Yet, ere to-morrow's Sun behdlds Mycenzs, 

My ſure-aim'd Blow ſhall pierce thy ſwelling Heart, 

And cool this Tyrant's Frver in thy Veins. 

Were not our Blood our Kindred Blood at variance, 

And therefore burning with immortal Hate 

Had not thy Father Atreus, at a Banquet, 

A dreadful Banquet! from whoſe Sight the Sun 

Turn'd back eclips d, ferv'd--Monſtrous!--uptomine, 

To his own Brother, to the pale Thees, 

His murder d Sons: didſt thou not wear a Crown 

Then by thy Father raviſh'd from our Line, 

Mycenæ s Crown, which he unjuſtly Lei d, 

And added to his own, to that af 4riges : 

Had I not ftain'd thy Bed with Chtenmeftra : 

Tho? Safety did not urge, and Self-defence : 

Yet this vile Treatment, Treatment fit for Slaves; 

Thanks to thy Fury! this has fix'd thy Doom. 

Some fooliſh Scruples, that ſtill hung about me, 

Are by this friendly Tempeſt blown away.— 

But Clytemneſtra comes. How ſhall l calm 

Her r N How Ty * _ Pn 


E 2 „Senner 
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SCENE VII. 
CLYTEMNESTRA, EGISTHUS. 


| CLy/TEMNESTRA, 
Here let me b nod; Egiſt bus, graſp 71 ls 
Here let me grow till my Requeſt be granted. 
Now is the very. Criſis of my Fate. 
EcrsTHuSs.. 
What Sight is this I ſee ? | Riſe, Chremnefirs 1 
Thou faireſt moſt majeſtic of thy Sex 2 
It miſbecomes thee much this ſuppliant Poſture, 
O there is nothing, nothing, ſure,” which you 
. Need ſtoop to aſk! ſpeak, and command i it, Madam. 
 CL'VYTEMNESTRA. | 
Then let us henceforth be, as if this Love | 
Had never been betwixt us. | 
E GISTHUS. 
| Lot Ceaſe to love thee! 
What wild 8 1 Impoſlible Even 285 £ 
Endear'd by Danger, by Diſtreſs endear d, 
J for thee feel a fonder Fang, than eber 
1 felt before. 
| "Cur runs a. | 
N No theſe deluding Words 
Can charm no longer; their Enchantment flies; 
And in my Breaſt the guilty Paſſions jar, 
Unkind, unjoyous, unharmonious all. 
Ah me! from real Ha pineſs we ſtray, _ 
By Vice bewilder'd ; Vice, which always leads, 
However fair at firſt, to Wilds of Woe. 
Ec1sTHUS. | 
Ah! C — didſt thou love 
| CLYTEMNESTRA, 
No more! 
Seduce my Soul no more! Here will I ſto 
Beyond this Line 'tis Miſery, tis Madneſs, 


The 


A GAMEMNO N. | 29 
The Furies flaſh their Torches, Vultutes tear, 
The mingled Tortures of the Damn'd await me. 
Oh! if your Paſſion be not meerly ſelfiſh, 
If the leaſt Tenderneſs for me you feel, 
Drive me no farther down the Gulph of Woe! 
To Happineſs I bid a laſt Farewell; 7 
I aſk not Happineſs; no, that I leave ll" 
To Innocence and Virtue ; Peace, alone, ; 
Some poor Remains of Peace is all I aſk, 
Not to be greatly wretched, pl 7 in Horrors! 
And yet, who knows, the heavenly Spark, that ſleeps 
Beneath theſe: Embers, yet — anew. -/ 
Its-chearful Luftre—All; may — be well 
For Agamemnon was ſo kind, fo gentle, PF 
With ſuch a holy tender Flame he burn'd, 0 
As might have kindled in a barbarous Breaſt 
— and Virtue. 
Eos rRus. 
All Pretence. 
1 ny his Aim; 1 te his Purpoſe. 
On: you he laviſhd ondneſs, while on me. 
He lowr'd Deſtruction. Doubtleſs, with his Ear, 
Some Villain has been buſy ; and he means 
Firſt to divide us, then, with greater Eaſe, 
To ruin both. — And can you —— be caught, 
Caught with theſe common LIE __ 
That oft have ſickenꝰd on the glowi 
Of many a Trojan Slave? Cbryſeis 425 1935 
Bri ſeis too: and now Caſſandra, ſhe, 
Who, liker a triumphant Queen than rr 
Is every hour expected — __ 
CLYTEMNESTRA. | 
What — ? 
 Ec1sTHUus.. 
O it . you little what Caſſandra ! 
Thus poorly, tame you ne'er will want Caſſandra's. 
What is become of Clytemneſtra's Spirit, 
That ſhe can thus forget ber high Deſcent, 


Forget 


128 —— + > _ 
— —— 9 2<S> a. 
. 


Forget 


And, on her 
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her Rank; ker Honour, nay forget T 
Her GO, 511 T 
Ar vang ae AY % 
But what Caſſandra, 6p? | 
Eorgravs, 
Why Prien's Düne the prophetic Princeſs, 
The pong the young, the beautiful Cafſandra : . 
So vain of Heart, the dreamt Apollo low d her, 
Frith to crown his Love, 
Beſtow'd the Gift of Prophecy; the Gift 
— ſhe deceiv d the God ;;, 
Whenee he, provok'd, with this Condition daſh'd it, 
Of never Falning Credit. So the Tale, 
The Fable runs— Vet, on my Soul, I think, - 

Did ſhe give out, ſhe ſhould Tod ns of res 
rr V 8 
e 

| | *Tis well. 
Yeh mean it for an Inſult 1 you do. 5 
What elſe could tempt ydu to deride tas, Sir, 


| . rn ance? 0 


0 * s S nus. 4 . 
; Miſtake me not, 
I mean k, Madam, for a ſerious Truth, 
I mean it for a Certainty, if thus 127 CT 
You droop, unherv'd with theſe Ae Ang Fears. 
"CLYTEMNES TARA, $17 
2 Queen of A Fs 
n Eols rue | 
| Tes, 3 


| While n in a Priſon piness 
Where ſhe may weep; und moraliae at leiſure. 


CLV TEMNEST RA. 


By Heavens! ſhe viſits firſt her F ather” s Shade ! 
Eos raus. | 


There ſhone your native Self. Let bright Revenge, 
1 ſhould ſay Juſtice, diffipate theſe-Clouds, 


Theſe melancholy Whims of ill. hug u . B 
A 


AG AMEM NON a 


4 ſhow you burning with your former Luftre. 


Madam, our Fates are blended : know, we — 


Or fall together. „ ee 

Or Safety Love and Glory, 1 

And need we doubt a Moment? 
CISM. 


NERF rk, 
TI know the Purpoſe of thy pleading Eye. 
Of that hereafte.— We ſhall meet 3 3 
My Preſence now is wanted in the City. 


ear nothing Thou ſhalt know before we act, 


Thou, for W live? 


But, 22 


- 
oF 4} 
FY . 


e. 
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ACT u SCENE I. 
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M ND have I found my long: oft Friend again? 
My Mezli/ander ! But ſo changd your Look, 
So fickly'd with a kind of thoughtful Sadneſs, 
So ſunk each Feature, by ſeven drooping Years 
Spent in that deſart Iſle, as baffled quite 
My wandering Recollection. 
ls ' MEeLisanDER, 
aer Kat: 
For what a helplefs Creature, by himſelf, 
Is the proud Lord of this inferior World, 
Vain feeble Man! The Commoners of Nature, 
Each Wing that flits along the ſpacious Sky, 
Is leſs dependant than their boaſted Maſter, 
Hail ſocial Life! into thy pleaſing Bounds 
Again I come, to pay the common Stock 
My Share of Service; and, in glad Return, 
To taſts thy Comforts, thy protected Joys. 
„ ASS. 2 | 
O greatly welcome! You deſerve them well, 
You well deſerve the ſocial Life you poliſh. 
Still on my thought your ſtrange Delivery dwells. 
By Agamemnon left to aid the Queen, 
With faithful Counſel, while he warr'd at Trey; 
And thus by Agamemnon to be ſav'd, | 
Returning from that Conqueſt ! Wondrous. Chance! 
Or rather wondrous Conduct of the Gods! 


By Mortals, from their Blindneſs, Chance miſnam'd. 
I 1 Mean 
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Mean time, inſtruct me, while the King repoſes, 
f How was you ſnatch'd away ? And how, ſo long, 
Could you this dreadful Solitude fupporr ? 
; I burn to know the Whollmeee. 
| 8 MEzLilSANDER, | + ; 
1 L ne Tis thus, my Friend. 
While ſunk in unſuſpecting Sleep I lay, 
Some midnight Ruffians ruſh'd into my Chamber, 
[ Sent by Egi/ihus, who my Preſence deem'd 
þ | Obſtructive (ſo I ſolve it) to his Views; 
| | Black Views I fear, as you perhaps may know. 
Sudden they ſeiz'd, and, muffled-up in Darknefs, 
| Strait bore me to the Sea, whoſe inſtant Prey 
| I did conclude. my ſelf, when firſt, around 
The Ship unmoor'd, I heard the chiding Wave. 
But chelt fell Tools of cruel Power, it ſeems, 
Had orders in a deſart Iſle to leave me; 
There hopeleſs, helpleſs, comfortleſs, to prove 
The utmoſt Gall and Bitterneſs of Death. 
Thus Malice often overſhoots it ſelf, 
And ſome unguarded Accident; betrays a 
The Man of Blood. Next Night a dreary Night! 
Caſt on the wildeſt of the Cyclade Jes, 
Where never human Foot had mark d the Shore, 
Theſe Ruffians left me- Yet, believe me, Arcas, . 
Such is the rooted Love we bear Mankind. 
All Ruffians as they were, I never heard 
A Sound ſo diſmal as their parting Oars— 
Then horrid Silence follow'd, broke alone | 
By the low Murmurs of the reſtleſs Deep, 
Mixt with the doubtful Breeze, that now and then 
Sigh'd thro? the mournful Woods. Beneath a Shade 
I ſat me down, more heavily oppreſs'd, 
More deſolate at Heart, than cer I felt | 
| Before. When Philomela, or my Head, 
Beganto tune her r * 
As piteous of my Woes; till, by degrees, 
| e F The 
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The balmy Sleep on wounded Nature ſhed 
A kind — ſhort Relief. At early Morn, 
Wak'd by the Chaunt ef Birds, I look 'd around 
For uſual Objects: Objects — I none, ©  - 
Except before meiſtreteh'd the toiling Main, 
Ati Rocks and Woods, in ſavage View, behind. 
Wrapt for-a Moment ih'amaz'd Confuſion, - 
My Thougtit turn'd Siddy round; when, all ar 
rale, 
To Memory 4 full my dire Condition ruſtr d. 
AR As. | 

But of each Comfort each Convenience void, 
How could you! Life fſtaint P how fence againſt 
Inelement Skies? 

M* LIS AKN DER. | 

| A moſſy Cave, that fac'd 
The Southern Sea, and in whoſe deep Receſs 
Boil'd up a lovely Fountain, was my Home. 
Herbs were my Food, thoſe bleſſed Stores of 
Health!) 
Only when Winter, fem my Aly Brach, 
Withdrew my verdant Meal, I was oblig*d 
In faithleſs Snares to ſeize, which truly griev'd me, 
My ſylvan Friends; that ne'er till then had known, 
And therefore dreaded leſs the Tyrant Man. 
But theſe lo Hardſnips ſcarce deſerve Regard : 

The Pangs, · that ſharpeſt ſtung, were in my Mind; 
There Deſolation reign'd ; and there, cut off 
From ſocial Life, 1 felt a eonſtant Death. 
And yet theſe Pangs at laſt forgot to throb : 
What cannot lenient gentle Time perform? 
T eat my lonely Meal without a Tear; 
Nor ſigh'd to ſee the dreadful Night deſcend. 
In my own Breaſt, à World within my elf, 
In Streams, in Groves, in ſunny Hill and Shade 3 
In all that blooms with vegetible' Life, 
Or joys with Kindred animal Senlation; 


In the full-peopled W 825 of azure Haven! ; 
Where'er 
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Where'er I, ſtudious, look'd, I found Companions. 
But, chief, the Muſes lent their ſoſtning Aid. 
At their enchanting Voice my Sorrows fled, 

Or W to pleaſe; while, thro? uy troubled 
eatt, 

They breath'd the Soul of Harmony anew:; 

Thus, of the great Community of en 

A Denizen I livd; and oft, in Hymns, | 

And gr Thought, even wich the Gods con- 
vers} 

9 not difdain- Sometimes Walks of Man. 

So paſs'd the Time, when, lo! within my Call, 
Arriv'd the Ship, which Hope had often.promis'd--- 
The Shipl- -O it ſurpaſs q my fondeſt Dream, 
E'er to imagine the gay Ship that came! 

As on the Deck I Aamemnon ſaw, 
All glorious with the Spoils of conquer'd Troy 4 
Ye Gods} what Tranſport, what Amazement d 
me! 
What Adoration of your rer Ways! 
* Rides beneath them. 
7; +: Alea. | 
© |» Sweet Reward _ - 
Of manly Patience! that, to Fortune ſtill 
ſcorns Deſpair. - 
| » MELISANDER- 
| Fhis Theme, ant 
Will better ſuit a leiſurable Hour. © + | 
The high Concerns of Life now claim Cu. 
have already to the King im 0 
Sa icions of Egiſtbus, and remain 
is Diſguiſe, - not to alarm his Guilt, 
= it more full appear, and proper Steps 
To puniſh his Miſgovernment be taken. 
If he has ill Deſigns, you, Arcas, you 
Muſt, while you ſeem'd regardleſs, muſt have 


pierc'd them. 
F 2 Your 


f 
| 
bi 
f 
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Your calm but keen InſpeRion, not diſturb'd | 


By the vain Flutter of ill. tim'd Diſcourſe, 
Muſt reach the very Bottom of his Purpoſe. 


In you the King confides, of you demands, 


As of his beſt-lov'd Subjeet | in 1 | 
The Truth, 
ARrcas 


O, I have precious Truths i in-ſtore! 
And that beſt Treaſure will unlock before him. 


: _ has my filent Obſervation trac'd 


Feiſthus, thro? the doubling Maze of Treaſon, 
Bit now his ill Deſigns are too too plain, | | 
Fo all Mycenz plain: and who, indeed, 
Who can have good ones, that corrupts a People! ? 

It was, however, bam. a bitter Taſk ! | 
To wink at publick Villany; to wipe 
Each honeſt Paſſion from my livid Face, 

To bind my Hands; and ſeal my quiv*ring Lips. 
While my Heart burn'd with Rage, and treaſur'd up 
A Storm of Indignation----' 
MzL1s ANDER, 

| Give it way! 
O *tis a glorious Earcory | Oppreſt. 
For Years, beneath a Load 9 icked Power, | 
To heave it off indignant, and aſſert 
The dear dear Freedom of a virtuous Mind. 
Curſe on h Coward or perfidious Tongue, 
That daresnot, even to Kings, avow the Truth: 
Let Traitors wrap them in deluſive Incenſe 
On Flattery Flattery heap, on Falſhood Falſhood : 
Truth is the living liberal Breath of Heaven z © 
That ſweeps theſe Fogs away, with all their Vermin. 
And, on my Soul, methinks, that Agamemnon 
Peferves ſome touch of Blame. To put the Power, 
The Power of bleſſing or oppreſſing Millions, 
Of doing or great Good or equal Miſchief,” | 
Eren! into doubtful Hands, is worſe than cajeleſs. 


Ye 
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Ye Gods, avert the Miſeries that hene 
On him and on his Family lf fall! an bly 
on, nn f n cet 


8 C E N E II. 
A AMEMNON, Mrrisanbrx, Axcas 


" AGAMEM NON: | 
Nay, Hires to my Boſom, (Arcas aug 
Come, let me propdly take +Lajchfu] Heart! 
Ax c AS. 
Thrice welccine, Sir, to Argos. _ hene 7 
To Virtue welcome! * | 
AGAMEMNON.- din 
In my own Dominions. 
Iam a 8 Arcas. Ten full Vears, 
Or even one Day, is Abſence for a King, 
Without ſome mighty Reaſon, much too leg. 
For me, a juſt and memorable War, | | 
Whoſe Actions future Times perhaps may ſiog, 1 
My own, my Brother's, and my People's Honour. 
With hy of common Greece, mult plead my Par- 
on. 
Now ſhall my Cares attend the Works of Peace: "FF 
Calm Deeds, that glare not on the vulgar _ bon. 
And yet it equal Courage oft demands, 
To quell Injuſtice, Riot, factious Rage, * 
Dark- working blind Cabals and, bold Diſorder, } 
As to confront the rigid Face of War, a6 of 
Then tell me, Arcas, for, till ſelf-informed, | 
] mean to ſee with your diſcerning Eyes, 
And ſure I am they never will miſlead me; 
Have I much Subject for this * en ? 
This Fortitude of State?:ſinỹ + 
ARCAas. | 
Too much, my ** 
Would 
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Would to the Gods, our Virtues, hore at home, 
Could anſwer your Heroic Deeds abroad!!! | 
You, doubtleſs, from the rugged School of War, 
Have 3 ſound manly uu, and generous 
| pirits t II 
While we, alas! we rot in weedy Peace, 
In flothful Riot, Luxury, Profuſion, 
And every Meanneſs to repair that Waſte--. 
I ſee the noble Blood, indignant, mount, 
Ac chis Relation, to my Sovereiga's Cheek: 
But, as Affairs now preſs, I were a Traitor, 


If with a ſparing Tongue I ſpoke the Truth, 
A'GAMEMNON, 


Immortal Gods! have I, theſe ten mm Years, 
Suftain'd a War at Toys flFd every day 
With Cares inceſſant, Councils, Dangers, Toils, 
Exploits of daring Brow, and fignal Deeds, 
To cheriſh Villains in licentious Eaſe ? | 
Have I thus ſquander*d vile, on Phrygian Plains, 
The braveſt Blood of Greece to ſhelter ſuch; 
And to aſſert their Honour who have none? 

It was not well, methought, when Mel, art 
F in a deſart Iland pining found, 
Abandon'd there, by Cruelty ſupreme ; 1 


1 it was not well. Foul is the State, 
And ill Deſigns ferment, when honeſt Eyes 1 


With Woods alone converſe, and _ Some, 

But what can this perfidious, this W ava | 

What can he, ſay, by ſuch log — propoſe? 
ls it his native Bent? Or does he puſh © 

Some dark ws by- theſe my ny Means? 

AROAS. 

There is no „ View a Stranger to his Heart, 

Conceal'd beneath refin'd Diſſimulation; 

Diſſimulation, that on you your ſelf 

Impos'd. Meantime, Sir, his outragious Views 


N the Throne of Argos and Mycenz. 
AG A- 
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1 AAM EM NOM. 

Said you the Throne of Argos and Mycemee ? 

Already have I leſt my nobleſt Throne, 

If he has robb/d me of my People's Virtues 

"Tis but vain Pomp, a Tyrant's Toy, the other. 

And dares he bear a giddy Ty Ne | 

As to my Throne? wie Villain] ſure he dares not. 
ARCAS. 

Nay more, my Lord-----He ſcales the dazzling 

Height, ok; 93.104 

And almoſt graſps with impious Hands your 


 Acamtnion. * 
To touch it is Perdition ! - What! Exiſtbus! 


Egiſthus ſeize my Throne! 
en Rn LY | 
So means the Traitor. 
AGvAMEMNON, | 


That Creature G my Power! That Infſe@! reig4 
By the warm Beams of my miſtaken Bounty! 
Whom, when my Father's Vengeance raz'd hie 


ce, H 
J ſav'd, 'train'd up, with Favours, Honours heap'dy 
And truſted in his hands at laſt a Jewel, 
Too precious for the faithleſs. Heart of Man— 
O groſs groſs Blindnefs---Half my Kingly Power! 
Ay, — en out his Father's treacherous 
Blood | 2 
There, there, too late, I find the baſe Wee 
Forgive me, Atreus ! Oh my royal Father! 
Forgive my truſting thus the Seed of him, 
Of an abhor'd an execrable Brother, 
Who even profan'd thy Bed---But, ere yon Orb 
Shall from the purpled Ocean riſe again, ed L 
Oh injur'd Atreus! by thy facred Shade 
I ſwear, to make for this a full Atonement. 


Is 


4o AG AME MN O N. 
Is then this People, Arcas, grown ſo vile 

So very vile, . dares ms 1 2 . 
The ſmalleſt Hope to rival me in Empire? 
J like not vaunting - But, ungrateful People! 
Can you prefer a nameleſs thing to me? 
Am I not rough with Scars on your account? 
And for the careful Love I abways bore you, 
Your Father nam'd? And yet prefer to me, 
One who ne er ſaw the. glorious Front of War, 
For nothing famous but corrupting Peace, 
And whoſe ſole Merit was my ill-judg*d Favour? 
Can you-- -away ! --- Diſhonour ſtains the Thought! 
How ſhould this be??? 

L +96 | '.,,,ARCAS. 1 15 17631 
| Not many, Sir, ſtand fix d 
On the deep Principles of reaſon'd Virtue, 
Whom Time nor ſteals, nor Paſſion bears away. 
Mankind, in general, float along the Stream 
Of Cuſtom, good or bad; and oft the Mind 
To that familiar grows; by gradual Uſe 
And ſtill-encroaching Vice, whoſe firſt Regard 
Gave Horror. Hence ten Jade © — to Years 
Have wrought ſuch ſtrange Events, that you no 

more /- x + 2 , T3 | | 
Behold: your antient Argos and Mycene, 
Theſe Cities now with Slaves and Villains ſwarm. | 
At firſt Egiſthus, popular and fair. 
All Smiles and Softneſs, as if each Man's Friend, 
By hidden Ways proceeded, mining Virtue; _ 
He Pride, he Pomp, he Luxury diffus d; 
He taught them Wants, beyond their private 
Means: ockch ö 

Aad ftrait, in Bounty's pleaſing Chains involv'd, 
They grew his Slaves. Who cannot live on little, 
Or as his various Fortune ſhall permit, | 
Stands in the Market ready to be ſold. 1 


AGAMEMNON, 


O damn'd deteſted Traffick ! L But proceed. 
„„ ,» REAS 


* 


A GAME MN ON. 41 
i ARrcas. 1 
While the luxurious Fever thus increas'd, 
Still, in proportion as it gather'd Rage, 1 
He lent it Fewel; and, more bold, diſclos d 
His Noon-day Treaſon. Murmurs went about, 
And ſpread at laſt into the common Talk, 


That you was proud, ſevere, heneath the Maſk 


Of holding firm the Helm of State, a Tyrant | 
That in vain Wars, which. nought imported them, 
You ſpent their Treaſure, ſhed their nobleſt Blood ; 
And that, Trey conquer'd once, to her rich Plains 
You meant from Argos. to tranſplant your Empire. 

Mean time, in private, all, whom wild Debauch 
Has ſet adrift from every human Tie; | 
Whom-Riot, Want, and conſcious Guilt inflame, 
Holding the Gods and Virtye in contempt, .. | 
Amidſt their Bowls; ſuch are his Boſom-Friends : 
And, join'd to them, a meaner ruffian Band, 
Whoſe Trade is Murder, and whoſe Harveſt Crimes, 
Hang in black Cloud around him; whence, I fear, 
A ſudden Tempeſt is prepar d to burſt. 

This, Sir, from Duty and unfeigned Zeal, 
I plain unfold: nor on my word, alone, 
Believe theſe Accuſations; clear as day, 
I for them will produce the ſtrongeſt Proof. 

1 AGAMEMNON. , 

I thank thee, Arcas, Truth, tho? ſometimes clad 
In painful Luſtre, yet is always welcome, | 
Dear as the Light, that ſhows the lurking Rock: 
*T'is the fair Star that, ne*er into the Main vw 
Deſcending, leads us fafe thro? ſtormy: Life · i 
Gods! how it tears me from each calmer Thought ! 
To think this Traitor, that this double Traitor, 
This Traitor to my ſelf and to my People. 
Should by ſuch ſneaking ſuch unmanly Ways, 
Thus filch away my Crown! --= 0 
Why ſtand I chafing 11 One timely Deed h | 


— — Er _——_ a eo oO 
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Is worth ten thouſand Words----Come then, my. 
Friends, 
Come and behold me feind amidſt his Garde, 
His Coward Guards.--Guilt ever was a Coward--- 
This Rival-King, and with him crown my Triumph. 
Till then Troy ſmoaks in vain, and Agamemnon 
CA be faid to conquer. 
MzuIsAN DER. 17 
n ee Sir, beware - 
| A α⁰õ n e 

of wha Neue ? Where am J. Mel ander? 
Am I not in Mycene'? in my Palace? 

Are not theſe Crouds, tliat ſtream along the Stbers, 


— 
* 


My Subjects all? Of what fould I beware? 
Not ſeize a Traitor in my own Dominjons? 


Yes I will ſeize him, Meliſander,----will! ee 
MELISAND ER 


What Grice to Kings ſuch! generous Ardor gives! hs 


But tho? brave Deeds be warm at firſt conceiv'd, 
Let the beſt Purpoſe cool, nor miſs your Blow. 
More firm and ſure the Hand of rab ſtrikes, 
When it obeys the watchful Eye of Caution. | 
You hear from Arcas, Sir, what ruffian Bands, 
What ſecret Deaths, what Daggers lurk arooamd him: 
Be cautious then; for Virtues, Glory's ſake! 
ADS 1 — you ſtrike, ſtrike home, 

LR AGAMEMNON, 


O for ag e, | 


That the rude Day are toſſing on the 
Thoſe ey Greths, whom ten Yeats” 


ar has 


ſteel'd 


With Toils, with Danger, ing with Death Knliliars 
Then ffiould you ſee what Chaff before the Wind 


Are theſe weak Sons of ſoft enfeebling Peace; 
While the ſweeteſt Morſel of the Gods 


Enjoy d,, on ie e VP Juſt Vengeance. 


AGAMEMNON. 4 


MES  MzLl1iSAND BR. 
ut nn ou cannot naw exert AT 
This ber e ey" Prudence take its 15 - 
Have patience, poly: till you ſafely n 
And b ſeize him. FRYE o/ 
vo Mr NA er i, 
a 10 W till. then I will,” 
And, tho? net gt; made of pati nt, Mold, in 1 f 


I will have tience, will, OMe 3 Ho Uh 
1. n Nane e 1275 ug 2M 
INTENT 88 . 
ſeiz d 1 vening at 1 75 5 5 
4 chere 5 5170 with eaſe---and W 
For the N Gods that rule Manki 
The Sleep Death alone ſhall ſeal theſe 


2 


. 


While Gal 8 retch ho power! in my — | 


Oh Chtemneſtra! to, the publick, now, 
— the private abs thought of 9 
new Vengeance ſhake my inmoſt Soul ! 


Ney R. 
Was my, Beloy: 
o long abax 


'd,;my { 8 Clytemngſtra, /. 
n'd in a Villain's power, 


Who knows. ies Limits, pray no Len. | 


Save thoſe one Vice Imp f on another * 


And now, 110 ſe AT; A vo gy 
Of that / unn 1 ſtran on 
IG 495 ele mrs. 1 


er at . 
L 1 8 0 more ſr 
he ſeem 4 nin 
The copious ny ng own PEN 1 1 — 
As if the pity d thefe my blind Endearments, 
And in her Breaſt ſome horrid Secret ſwelPd--- 
Should it be To-: Confuli8n?'---Can I ſtoop 


Even to ſup 12 it! --- How from ſight Miſtakes | 


Great Evils 


But the moſt fruitful Source 
Of every Ev1l-- 1.6 


that TA in Thunder, 


Could und! it o'er the lining Earth to Kings | 1— 


Is Delegating Power to __ Hands, ; 
G 2 MELi- 


* 
. 
_ 
—— — ES 


4 A GAMEMN ON. 
| | MELISANDER. LEY 
My Lord, let no Suſpicions of the Queen 
Fer caine pou Boſom: if I judge * 
ACG AMEMNM ON. 
No, Mel ſender, no; I am not jealous; y 
In me that Paſſion and Contempt were one: 
No, *tis her Situation gives me 1 | 
Her dreadful Situation !---But of This 
Enough---Then tell me, Arcas, tell me all * 
Are there a Few, ſay, do there yet remain 
A Faithful Few. to fave the ſinking State? 
Can you, ere Night, collect an honeſt Band, 
A Band of ſuch as worthy are to reſcue 
Their King and Country from impending Fate? 
Ahl! little thought I, that amidſt my Subjects, 
 Emboſom'd duet in Peace, I, like a Tyrant, 
1213 e' er have needed Guards. 5 
nen. 5 
— Sir, 1 TY | 
A Band of cenerqbe Youth, BOO 1. native Virtue, 
Unbroken yet by Avarice and Meannefs, 
Fits for qur purpoſe : Theſe I can e. 
12 AAM EM NON. 
About it quickly, Arca; loſe no time: | 
Go, bring me to the Bangyet theſe brave Youths : 
] long for their Acquaintance. Till that Hour, 
Domeſtick Cares and Joys demand my Preſence: 
The Father's Heart now bears me to my Children. 
Farewell! My All depends upon your SO. . 


+ G96 End of the mird 40 T. 


ACT 


ac T W. SCENE I. 


Ad AMR M NOR, With N ** R. 


AOGAMEM NON. a4 


vain- 
O for the Hour of Vengeance! I, till then, 
But ſtalk about, the Shadow of a King, AA, 
Heard you from 4rcasaught? 
N E LISAN DER. 
| Be _ Sir. 

As yet the Time permits not his 

Arcas is zealous ardent in your Service, 
And will not fail his Duty. 


Enter an Officer belonging to the Court. 


OFFICER. : | 
Sir, Caſſandra 


1 Pleaſures ſpread their Charms in 


Is juſt arriv'd. 
AC en 


Conduct the Princeſs hither. +. 
This Priam's faireſt Daughter, Meli ſander, 
Is a young Princeſs of engaging Beauty, 
Rais'd by Diſtreſs; of noble Senſe and Spirit _ 

But, by Poetic Viſions led aſtray, 
She ins Apollo lov'd her, and the Gift 
Of Prophecy beſtow'd, to gain her Promiſe: 
The Gift once her's, the chaſtly-faithleſs Maid 
Deceiv'd the God; who therefore, in Revenge, 
gince he could not recall it, made it uſeleſs, 
For ever doom'd to meet with Diſregard. 4 

"x | 1 ; er 


* 


346 AGAINEMMNDMN. 


Feer-ſince the lovely Viſionary raves, 


With fully Y 3 foretels the Fate of Nations; 


And, judging of te Future fon che Paſt, 
Has oft been wond*s n her n 7 
Some ftrange of This, 


Confirm her in her e Madneſs. 


nl ee. 22 oy - 


Be not too raſh in 1 
For we, blind Mortals, but a lietle know 
Of doundlefs Naturs- "Hail! the Priheeſs comes : 


| l hear her Maru 4 hear the Voięe of Sorrow, 


e 0 
e n R 1 504 
CAss AN DRA aua dy Fre Gti 


Cs xD R * entering. 


O hoſtile Roofs! O Man dirs tn: pr - 
AOAMEM NON * 

I cannot blame your Grief, unhappy: Priticeſs )-- 

But, if is can relieve you, have: be ſure 

Of an . ſafe as Priamty Palace. 
'CASSANDRA, 

0 ſweet Abode ! O Palace of my Fathers! | 

My Heart bleeds Tranſport while I think of Thee; 

Think of the . of — nce. and l ) 

That ſhone upon me th w. chang d, alas! 

Ah! what a Scene, when I beheld 2 haſt! 

Rage, Blood, and Flames, and Shricks of Murder 

round me! 

The Sword of Pyrrhus, and a feeble F ather! 

Where was you Hector then? Where all his Sow? 

O Priam's numerous Race ! what are you now 

Become? Ah me! the deſolating | 

Have laid their enen on FOR. | upon pa. 


Ac | 


+» 
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AWW, ebe oils I 

From paſt Misfurtunes, Princeſs, turn your Eye + + 
| | CaASSANDRA, 

Tis true, the furure may full well ſufficeQ. 
Th' avenging Siſters trace my Footſteps ſtill, 
The Hunters ſtill purſuè the trembling Doe. 
Where 1 — Black heavy Drops of 

-,fNO0) Bead e ee e 20 
Run down the guilty Walls With the dun Shades 
Of Night aſcending, lo] ſucceſſive Troops 
Of Trojan Ghoſts ate flocking to the Banquet: 
Permitted by th' infernal Gods, they come, 

To feaſt them with the Horrors of this Night, 

To ſnuff the Blood of Victims — Ha! the Car, 

The gay triumphal Car, is turn*d, at once, 

Into a mournful Bier, that nods along, 

Solemn and ſlow--- Les, Troy ſhall be aveng'd : 

I ſhall the Vengeance ſee; and yet not ſee 

Thy Light, returning Phabus. 

-: AGAMEMNON. : 

10 FPaͤair Caſſandra, 

Indulge no more theſe melancholy Views, 

Theſe Viſions form'd by gloomy- minded Grief. 

We will each Art each tender Art employ, 

To ſooth your Sorrows, to reſtore your Peace. 

Lou come not to the proud unfeeling Race W 

Of Yeſterday: we know the Turns of Fortune; 

Have _— the Cup, the wholeſome Cup, of Suf- 
erings, * 

That not . but moderates the Mind. 

Then fear not, Princeſs; let me call you Daughter 

Vour Treatment ſhall be ſuch as well becomes 

The Dignity of Woe, becomes the great | 

The fair Unhappy. Nought ſhall touch your Ho- 
Nour... + 

I know, I feel your Beauty: but here dwell 

The Gods of Hoſpitality and Faith; 

The Hymeneal Powers are honour'd here. * 

29 es, 


4+ % 
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Yes, I will ſhield Thee, equal with Electra, 


| With my lov'd Daughter, in thy Friendſhip bleſt. 


CASSANDRA, 
In ſpite of ſwelling Tears that choak the Way, 
Of bitter Tears by big Remembrance ſhed, 
I own thy Goodneſs, thank Thee, Agamemnon. 
Mean time, in vain, are all thy generous Cares, 


On my account. The Gods of Death will, ſoon, 
Extend o'er me their all· protecting Wing. 
I ſhall not long, I ſhall not want Protection: 
But, who, devoted Prince, will give it Thee? 
Even while we talk the ſecret Wheels are turning, 4 


Thar lift the Vile, and lay the Mighty low. 
I pity Thee, the Houſe of Pelops pity ; 


Forgive me, Troy : I pity thy Deſtroyers. 


Enter an Officer.” 
OFFICER, © 


A Meſſenger from-Arcas, Sir--- 
AGAMEMNON, R 


'Tis well. 
To my Apartment lead him---You, mean while, . 
[To Meliſander. 
Attend the Princeſs; 3 grace her with ſuch Honours, 


- As ſuits Her to receive, and Me to give. 


SCENE UI. 


-Cagsan DRA, Cuonxus of Trojan Captives, 
e 289113 


MzIIs Vp ER. | 


Fair Princeſs, ſtop theſe Tears. Exert that beſt * 
That nobleſt Virtue, which can maſter Pn 


An equal Ming. . 


CaSSANDRA. 10 
Not for my ſelf I 112 


. But, oh my dear N How or you 
= Boſom yearns! - A 2d T 


CHo- 


* D 


Together le us dhe! 


 AGAMEMNON. 49 


CHORUS. - 
We have Pour liv'd 


CASSAN DRA. 5 gf 
Together liv'd 
At This ten thouſand Images awake, 


Ten thouſand little Tenderneſſes throb. 


CHORUS. 


O Days of Youth! O careleſs Days! Untaught 


To weep, if Love not own'd the pleaſing Tear. 


CASSAN DRA. 
O Woods! O Fountains! O delightful Meads! 
That lent us Flowers, the rm of RY May, 
To deck our Treſſes. 
; Cnonus | 
DO the low Banks 
Of fair Scamander ! in whoſe ſilver Stream, 
We us'd to bathe, beneath the ſecret Shade. 
CASSANDRA. 


O ben 1de's airy Summits where 


The __ delight to dwell. 


Goa 
O filent 27 


Whoſe Strees EA often echo'd with our 
\ CASSANDRA., | [151 
O the loſt Tabates of a ruin'd Peo el 
O Country] Freedom! Friends! Relations All. 
That gives or. taſte or dignity to Life, 
All all is gone, beyond recovery gone 


Cno us. 
Then let u de 01 
ella. Cann n. 7 
72 Far une, tha nmted Bart . 
More 8 pants not for the cooling Stream, 


Than I to wrap me in the quiet Shades 


Of Death. But, ah ! m helpleſs — for you 
I feel it's kernel Angel. © 3 
e Sf 271 NJ ef now's 


50 en 


Cuon us. i 
634 Not for us, 
Feel not for us. What Comfort have we left? 
What Hope, what With in Life? - One healing 
And then we vw! no more. Cang, 
CCASs SANDRA. 7 
2 Refreſhing Thou 
And then . Bondage, Pain, from every Ill, 


For ever free, we meet our Friends again; 


Our Parents, Brothers, Siſters,. Lovers meet, 
'CnorwUs. 


Then let us die! l den de the Blow! 


CaAs SANDRA. 
The Gods afſent.----Behold the happy Shore! 
But, ah ! ! there lies a ſtormy. Sea betwixt ! 
1 (MELISANDER. 

So fig the plaining Nightingale her Woes. f 

CASSAN DRA. 03 Du & 
Ah, far unlike the: Nightingale! --- She {i ings, 
Unceaſing, thro? the balmy Nights of May ; | 
She ſings from Love and Joy, while we, alas ! --- 

MEUISsANMp RA. 
Behold the Quieds--Lcep-wrap'd 3 in * ſhe 


CASGANT DRA. > ({eems.--- 
O 5 e Lead us from ber er 
SCENE * 


1 


CHYTEMNESTRA, 
Sweet Peace of Mind} whence Pleaſure biirdwe 


Daughter of Virtue! whitherart thou fled? (Taſte, 


To . calm Cottage, to what blameleſs Shade, 
Far from theſe guilty Walls? O Walls! O Race! 
To Hoirois d 1 -« Before me gathers faſt 

A deepning Gloom, with unknown Terrors big. 
Not quite unknown. Gods] what 4 dreadful 0 
Flaſh'd from Eg:/thws;' when I ſaw him laſt 


And to what de pete A cannot Safety, 
Ambition, Love and Vengeance drive the Soul !--- 


Diſtraction 


6 AGAMEMN ON. 51 
Diſtraction lies that way. yet, how eſcape? 

Shame urges on behind, unpity ing Shame, 

That worſt of Furies, whoſe fell Aſpect frig 


Each tender Feeling from the human Breaſt. 
Goodneſs it ſelf even turns in me to Gall, 


And ſerves alone to heighten my Deſpair. 


How kind was Agamemnon ! generous! fond! 

How more than uſual mild! As if, on purpoſe, 

To give theſe Tortures their ſevereſt Sting. 

Happy! compar'd to this tormented State, 

Where Honour only lives, with inward Laſh, 

To puniſh. Guilt, happy the harden'd Wretch, 

Who feels no Conſcience, and who fears no Crime! -- 

Oh Horrid ! Horrid! Oh flagitious Thought! 

How is it with the Mind that can endure 

A Thought ſodire! --- My fole remaining Hope 

Is Death, kind Death, that amiable Sl 

Which wakes no more, - at leaſt to'morta Care. _ 

But then the dark Hereafter that may come. 

There is no Anchor that againſt this Storm, 

This mighty Sea of Doubts and Fears, can hold. 

Hopeleſs, Idrive.--One Thoughtdeftroysanother.--, 

This Stranger too! Should it be Meliſonder--- 

Is there a Fear, however idle, wild, 

And even almoſt impoſſible, which Guile, ; 
The feeble-hearted Guilt not entertains? --- 

I order'd his Attendance.---See, he comes. 


SCENE. v. 
CryTennzerRA, MEL1SANDER, 


| N \CLYTEMNESTRA, 1 
Fe you not Stranger, he, whom Agamennen, 
By an amazing Chance, in his Return 
Sav'd from a deſart Iſle ? | 
MELISANDER, 


Madam, the ſame. 
H 2 | Me yy CLY- 


1 A GAME MN ON. 


CLyTEMNESTRA:; 
1 much admire your fortanate Deliverance, © 
And wiſh to hear your Story: Why there left, 
And how ſuſtain'd, Indulge me with it, Stranger, 


MEeL1iSANDER, 


95 Madam, I come this moment from the King, uy 0 


' Charg'd with a Matter which requires Diſpatch ; 
But that tranſacted once, without Delay, 7 
J will attend your Orders. | 

 CLYTEMNESTRA, 
Woo 14:7 Then, it * 
vou are not quite a Stranger in Mycen. 

What is your Country? 

4 MELISANDER. | 
Greece. 
CLYTEMNESTRA, 
What Part of Gree 8 
| MzL1SANDER. if 
I 2m of Athens born. 
| Cv n e RA. | 
But in Mycens, 

Have you! not t in Mycene been before? 

 MELISANDER., | 

There are not, Madam, many Parts of Greece 


we To me unknown, 


CuyTTMNESTE A, | 
Why thus avoid m ſtion Prod 
Have 92 been here before? Fw 
M ELISANDER. 
. 1 T1 have. 
| CLYTEMNESTRA, 
Here i in this Palace?—Ha ! why ſtand you ſilent? 
You keep your Eyes unmov'd upon the Ground. 
What ſhould this mean? Beneath that rough Diſguiſe 
I bere lurks, methinks, ern ev a 9 
Have ſeen. | 
Sled "1 A ca ws E R. 
19 the Dream of Fancy, that the oy, 


AGAMEMNON. 53 
It is indulg'd, perplexes ſtill the more. 
I tarry here too long; the King's Commands 
* of no Delay. | 
| | "CLyTEMNESTR A. Ind 
| | - .  *Tisfo! *tis fo! 
Air, Features, Manner, Voice, this ſtudy'd Haſte, 
The Shifts of one unpractis'd in Deceit, 
All all conſpire One Image wakes another, 
And thick they flaſh upon met 
| MEzLISANDER, 
Jou grow pale, 
You tremble, Madam ; that Miſtake, I find, 
Concerning me turns wilder and diſturbs you. 
Let me retire--- 
Curtain 
A Moment---ftay- 
M ELISANDER. 
In vain, 
I find it is in vain to wrap me longer | 
In theſe Evaſions. 
CLYTEMNESTRA. 
Meliſander ! 
MzxL1 SANDER, 
Madam--- 
CLyYTEMNESTR A, 
And can it be? Behold I then the Man, 
Whom I ſo long have number'd with the Dead? 
Almighty Gods Behold I Meliſander ? 
But, ah! 57 chang'd! how darken'd with Suſpi- 
cion! 
Yes I am deem'd the Author of his Woes, 
MzL1iSANDER, 
. forgive 
CLYTEMNESTRA. 
Why elſe from me conceal 
Your wiſh'd Return---I plainly am diſtruſted--- 
By Agamemnon too---It was unkind, 
Unjuſt, unfriendly, ſhocks me, Maiſander. * 
K | . 


* 
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| W 
Indeed you wrong me, Madam, wrong me much 
To judge me apt or to conceive or ſpread 
Diſtruſt. I would have periſh'd by my ſelf, 
Unknown, unwept, in helpleſs Solitude, 
Rather than here return, to this full World, 

To ſet my Miſtreſs and her Lord at variance. 
O think me not a buſy Peace-Deſtroyer! 
Accurſed is the Wretch, to ſocial Life 
The moſt inhuman Foe, who in the nice 
The tender Scenes of Life, dares raſhly meddle, 
And ſow Diviſion between Friends and Lovers. 

| CLYTEMNESTRA, 
The generous Heart is ever ſlow to blame. 
But, Meliſander, not to me were owing, 
Not in the leaſt to me, thoſe cruel Woes, | 
This worſe than Death, which you ſo long have 
ä | | 

Inſtead of That, your Fate, how, whither gone, 
If carry'd off, or ſecretly deſtroy'd, ' 
Was all a mournfu} Myſtery to me, 
Dark as the Night on which you diſappear*d. 
Did you but know, here in my ſecret Soul, 
What undiſſembled Pangs your Abſence rouz'd ; - 
What I have felt for you, and for my ſelf, 
In loſing ſuch a wiſe and faithful Friend; 
Knew you but theſe,” O knew you, Meli ſander, 
How your Diſaſter has been truely mine, 
You never could ſuſpect me. | 

| MELISANDER, 

41177, 51% 10:4: Mirae Heard! 

I never did--- Your Heart I know diſdains 
A Thought that looks like Cruelty-or Fraud; 
From the firſt moment that his Ruffians ſeiz'd me, 
I had no. doubt, I knew it was Egiſi bus. 
Some time before I mark'd the riſing Storm, 
And meant to warn you, as it ſudden burſt, 

And bore me far away, far from all Means, 1 
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Even from all Hope of lending yowaffiftance. 
Ay! there I ſuffer d moſt; My Fears for vou, 
At once by Guile and Violence beſet, 
Took off the Point of my own proper Woes. © _ - 
But when your awful Virtues ſtruck my Thought, 
Your Wiſdom, Spirit, Reſolution, Truth ; 
That dread Effulgence of the ſpotleſs Soul, 
Which ſmites the hardeſt Villain into Shame ; 3 
My Fears appear'd impertinent and vain, 
Yet doubtlaf 8, Madans. you have had occaſion 
For a firm ruling Hand _ watchful] Eye, 
For every Virtue z and I truly joy, 
That Agamemnon finds, at his Return, 
Egiſtbus by your Conduct thus reftratn*d.. 
\CLYTEMNESTRA. - 
By Heavens! he tries me. © Luſpicious Guile? 


: 
l 


Your Words are friendly, 2 are 


No, Meliſander, Friendſhip with Diſtruſt 
Can never dwell. And that 1 am diſtruſted IS” 
To me is certain---In a Matter too. 
That e concern d my Peace, concernd my 


ou e to me. 
— could not manage with more diſtant Caution. 
) MELISANDER, 
Whence is it that the noble C lytemneftra, 
Who us'd to ſhine in a ſuperior Sphere 
Of fair Serenity and candid Peace, 
Should to theſe Doubts deſcend, J, theſe dark Suſpi- 
cions? 
For me, I here atteſt the Gods, my Soul 
Neer knew a Thought, that ſwell not with E- 
ſeem, 
With Love, and Veneratioa of your Virtues, 
And for the King, no young enraptur'd Lover, 
In all the firſt Effuſions of his Soul, M 
cw 


— — — — 
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— 


- "The — Winds ſink, breathleſs, 


56 AGAMEMNON. 


New to the mighty Charm; no Friend, who meets, 
After long Years of dark and filent Abſence, 
His happy Friend again, feels livelier Joy, 


' Than Agamemnon feels, while his glad Tongue 


Runs out in endleſs Praiſe of Clytemneftra--- 


But T muſt wait his Orders.— 


CLYTEMNESTRA, 


Do your Duty. 
I too muſt go, muſt to Egiſtbus, Kai, Ade. 
Impart this dreadful News. | 
SC E N E VI. 


MEL1SANDER, alone. | 
She went abruptly--- 


And as we tal k, methought ſtrange. Paſſions ſhook 


Her inward Frame, and darken'd every Feature. 
; Behold the black, the guilt-concealing Night 


Faſt cloſes round. Wide, thro? this ample Palace, 


The Lamps begin to ſnine. Thie Tempeſt falls; 
But, who 


knows. 
What fiercer T 2 yet may ſhake this Night. 
Soul-chearing Phebus, with thy ſacred Beams, 
O ne come, and chaſe theſe ſullen Shadows. . 


End I of the Fourth A c . 
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ACT. v. SEN RE 1 's 


Totti 130 


eee. 


„ dl 2 EOIST AUA“ 


B Chtemneſtru ! what a eng is Mer 
And muff I then thus fieal an Nane r 


W 1 37 
LV TE UN ES TR. 


You fri t me with that on: 

Lou look nRGgnT gt eff 
| EorisTravs.,. 

On the Brink of Ruin 


"= tott'rin 
. 


That is no News to me. 
E c1STHUS. | | 


bac: CLYTEMNESTRA, 
What? 
EO. 
We are dilcover-d. 
CLYTEMNESTRA, 25 
Hh ane 
Eois fu: 


Yes certainly diſcover d. Arta now, 
Avamennor's Orders, in the City, 

Collects a Band to ſeize me at the Banquet, 

A ſhort Hour hence. And my Accufers, Madam, 


You may be well aſſur d are not your Friends. 
I CL y- 


— 
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Cry TEMNESTRA. 

» Tis plain! *tis plain! The parting Fogs diſperſe 

,now the. doubtful Scene ſtands all reveaPd— 

Who could have thought they ſhould diffemble thus? 

; But I can t ne. NN 8 >» 
Eolfs Thus. 


What, Madam? ſpeak; 


| For N es on 
ger reels vate o 
w you him, 


This ſeeming Stranger, ſav'd by Agamennon. 


EcisTHUS. 
** and he to-day, my Friends inform me, 


Were buſy with the King and doubtleſs, 2 
L 


It was concerted that I ſhould. be ſeiz d. 
CLyYTEMNESTRA, . 
Ah! did you * Egiſtbus, 73 82 
Fools rnus. 
Who? n 7 7 
eren 7; 
Nleliſander. 7 


| EGisSTHUS.: 
= Mg Gods! and does he live? 
For my Confuſion ſav'd ! O groſs, groſs Folly ! 
To do an Action of that kind by 4 -q 
Had he been filent Duſt—To pat you, Madam, 
Becauſe of that Regard you deign'd to bear him, 
F rom a falſe Tenderneſs for you, he lives 
CLYTEMNESTRA. 

A mighty Merit ! Glorious Boaſt indeed ! 
Hear him, y ing gentle Powers of Love 
From, Ted refs for me, he did not murder 
A worthy blameleſs Man, who never hurt him; 
He murder d not my Friend, my faithful Friend. 
Ah! *tis ſuch Tenderneſs as makes me wretched ! 
Such Tenderneſs, that ftill in blacker Guilt, .. 

In the laſt N of Ware would 1 me. 


4 2171 S -* 1 8 3% » 5 


6 EY 6 
ye Y . pl 
. 


Ee. | 


 #aT_ v.29 ks 


EO ST'H VS.” 0 
Iris hoe) iin now a time for This. C 
Think of our Situation: cloſe beſet _ 1 
By all thoſe Ills which Mortals moſt abhor- ad'T 
Whom have wel to —_—_— in but each * ah 
. And this fad Meeting 3 3 10 80 
Concord alone, — vigo 2 — can 
Prevent our — from Metiſander, \. 


What did vou tarn? Are you your ſelf lead "i 


'Cuy TEMNWESTRA,/ 
I cannot find I um:=<Arid yer I mult. 
121 E619 RU S092 er, 

But, as for me, my Ruin is no Secret? 

ICEY'T.EMNEST RA; 
'Tis true, fome dat Attempt goes on gut you. 

EersTHus. 

| Then bare Ir htly done: 
-LY/TBMNEST RA. 


What have you done? | 


Doe "i > | 


| Wie Pres, Ju es e eee a 
* 


CLyTTEMNES® RA. L 
Immortal Powers - you have not WP 
man | | 


But muſt, and wine hes e propoſe? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. . 
Oh, any thing beſides! Immediate Flight, 
Eternal Abſence, Death 

Eos uus | 

1 1 8 die! 
Let the proud faithlek falſe i injurious Tyrant; 
The Hero glorious in his Daughter's Murder; 


The Scourgeof Greece, who has, from wild Ambition, 


Shed ſo much Blood 5 die 


I 


La prhnlves \Cuv- 
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No: | 
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CLyYTEMNESTRA. 

Oh Heavens and Earth! you ſhock me einn ien 

I have, Egiſtbus, hitherto avoided 
This dreadful-Point, ſtill hoping you might p { 
Your horrid Reſfolution::: 2 7 tell you. 
Before the liſteuing Gods, I lainly\tel you, 
That Agamemmoii ſhall not fall, unwarn'd + 
You ſhall not riſe by me into his Throne: 
l will not be the Tool of your Ambition; 
Will not be wretched infamous for ever, 
The Bluſh of Woman, the Diſgrace of Nature! 
That ydu may gain your execrable Views, 
 Maſk*d under ſmooth: Pretences. I am guilty ;. 
Alas! Iam hut think not therefore, Tyrant! 
Jo give me Law. There are Degrees in Guilt ; 
And I have ſtill niy Reaſon left, have left 
Some Reſolution, ſome Remains of Virtue: - 
Yes, I dare die; and who dares die, Egiſtbus, 
Ne'er need be driven to villainous Extremes ! | 

Mark me, inſulting Man My certain Cure 
Of every Woe, my cordial Draught is ready; 
And if you do not promiſe me, here ſwear, 
To drop your fell Deſigns on: Agamemnon, 
To quit this Palace---You may ſtill eſcape—— 
And never fee me more Igo, I go, 
This moment to diſcover all a and die! 

EOISsT HUS. 
What! Chtenmfre |— 14 7 10 
 CLYTEMNESTRA. 
; Nothing ſhall diſſuade me. 
I will not argue more+-Say, only ſay, 
Muſt I betake me to this cruel —_— 
This dire Neceflity ? 
| * GISTHVUS. 

Ef) - Permit me, Madam "TER 
Hear! me but once, And then purſue your Purpoſe. 
Suppoſe us guilty, what you will ;---yet, Madam, 
= we acknowledge and proclaim — 
I 


Io ſtoop to 


Sha we, hs eee e our Doo, 
itifal Neglect of Self- defence, . 
. — amp it into Stums? 

No. let us wipe it out with bold Succeſs. 

It is Succeſs. that colours all in Liſs: ; 

Succeſs makes Fools admir d, makes Villains honey 

All the proud Virtue of this vaunting World 

Fawns on re and Power, howe'er acquir d. 

If then, ſuppoſing Guilt, it were a Meanneſs / 

htm 


can Words expreſs the Madneſs 
Of topping ſhort, with Infamy.and Ruin, | 


When Juſtice Love. and Vengeance urge to drag 
Inſtead of being deem'd a generous Queen, 
The brave 7 — of her Sex's Honour, 
Fam'd for her Spirit, for her juſt Reſentment ; 
Who greatly puniſh'd a —. Huſband, 
A cruel Tyrant s one, who from his Bed. 
His Throneyprepos'd, withopen Shame, to turn her, 
And to her place to take his Country's Foe, 
To take a Trojan Captive, proud Caſſandra : 
Inftead of ſuch Renown, can 5 ; 
Forgive the Doubt Can ſhe ſubmit to g 
Thro' future Times, for an abandon d Woman? 
A feeble, ſpiritleſs abandon d Woman - 
Nay Madam, hear the Truth,--What now I tellyou 
Mu, in a little ſcanty Hour, take place; 
In a few Moments, you muſt be the firſt 
Or laſt of Women; be the publick Scorn, 
Or Admiration of approving Greece 29 54 
You know you — — be Agamemnon's Slave, 
Caſſandra's Slave, or nobly L Both. 
And reign with me in Happineſs and Glory. 
Conſult your Heart ; can you reſolve on Shame? 
On voluntary Shame ? That only 11! 
The Generous fear, which kills the Soul it ſelf. 
Were theſe fair Features, full of lovely Grandeur, 
Form'd for Confuſion ? That majeſtic Fronts 
To be bow'd down with Infamy and Vileneſs of \- 


* 
hw — ————— „ 
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Ahl can you bear Contempt? The venom d Tongue | 
Of thoſe whom Ruin pleaſes ? The keen Sneer, / 
The lewd Re 7 75 of the raſcal Herd; 1 
Who for the felf-fame Actions, if ſucceſsful. 
Would be as groſly laviſh in your Praiſe 7ꝑ— 
To ſum up alſ in one can you ſupport 
The ſcornful Glances, the malignant Joy, iu 
Or more deteſted Pity of a Rival? 8 
Of a triumphant Rival ?--- No; you cannot. 
That Lenden Worth, which _— in your Eye, 
Tells me yu cannot.—— 90 
But, in vain Diſputes, 
No more to quander theſe important Moments; 
Know, that I have not, to the frail Deciſion 
Of wav' ring Fear and Female Weakneſs, left 1 


Our Freedom, Safety, Happineſs and Honour. 


Even in your on Deſpight you ſhall be ſav' d. 

And could you be ſo loſt to Reaſon, wild, 

To do what Woman never did before, 

What ſhocks Humanity, accuſe your ſelf, 

You only court Diſhonour. to no 2 D r- 

For Agamemnon now cannot eſca f: 

I am already Maſter of this Pace; e. 

All is —— — my People all are fix d, 

All properly diſpos d; and here I ſwear, HN 

By ſacred Juſtice, Glory, Love and Vengeance I 

He dies! dies in the Bath, before the Banquetl-— 

And with him dies Caſſandra, ſhe who durſt, 

Evenin 2 Thought, uſurp thy Honours. 
She weeps l- O my ador'd ! my Cihtemneſtra! 


. Forgive this barbarous neceſſary Truth ! _ _ 
Did I not love thee, love thee more than Empire, 


Than Life and Glory, would I thus diſcloſe. 

Theſe dangerous Setrets? Could I not have veil'd, 

And, with more certain Caution gain'd my 4 * 
„ Ci Y EME ST RA. 

Oh that un had, 2 .ogreh * a ü 1 
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| ſhould, have fondly thought-my.. ſelf leſs Salt: = 


Eos HUS.: a 

I loſe; 257 ſelf in Soſtneſs, while the Time, af 

ith Danger big, demands intrepid Deeds. 

Wipe off theſe F we meet again, 
All will be well. , 


, 74 | 7 \ 1 1 n 7. Pa y 
89 Þ 2 ” : 0 £ q i} 3} 45 


7 SCENE. AL. ba wu = 
+ 65 NT to) 1 403,008) ale 1 
* ac Eri zeta; | 


OK Al“ when we meet HEY - 
I ſtand, at laſt, convinc'd, and nr 
Let how diſſemble? Painted, in my Face, | 
Are the full Horrors of this bloody Deed.--- 

But who are theſe approaching? Hal -· Caſſandra 
How fair the ſeems! how lovely !--hateful. harms ! 
That well may rival mine, decay*d, and ſunk, 
By Guilt and Sorrow --- She poſſeſs my Bed! 
Poſſeſs my Scepter !-- This reſtores my Spirit z. I 
I am abug'd! too patient Periſſi all 
Periſh my ſelf, Exiſtbus, Agdmemnon ! | 
So this proud Rival this Caſſandra n 


8 C E NE III. 
CasanDRA, Trojan Captives, MEL1- ; 
| | SANDER, | oy 


1 
Mis AND ER. 

Daughters of Dium ! By the King's Command, 

I come to aſk your Preſence at the Banquet. 

Till then allow me to partake your Woes : 

I have a Reverence for them. I my elf, 

Thanks tothe gracious Gods! have known misfortune; 

I am with Grief acquainted, therefore can | 

For others feel. Sweet Source of every Virtue,” 


O ſacred Sorrow! He who knows not Thee, 
Knows 


4 FY 
- 


64 AGAMEMN ON. 
Knows not the beſt Emotions of the Heart, 
2 che Tous an humanize the Soul, 

he Sigh that rms, the that gives Deli ht; a 
He lives next door to S hr Fride, v $ 
And is a Novice in the Bowe of Virtue. 

. CASSANDRA. 
We thank thee, Stranger, for thy generous Pity. 
Heaven has, it ſeems, throughout diffus'd the Good. 
May the kind Gods, the Hoſpitable Powers, 
For this befriend thee Thou muſt wander ſtill, 
Wilt their Protection want.---But Agamennon, 
Where 1 1 the Kin "Ms 
ELISA N D . R. 


He bathes him Gi the Banquet, 
The Banquet earn'd by ten Years War and Toh 
CASSAN.DRA, | 
Short-ſighted Man!] to dream of feſtal Joy, - 
When his next Banquet is perhaps with Pluto. _ 
He comes ! the God comes ruſhing on my Soul! 
2 ently _—_ me with the Voice by OE! | 
Aſſuage my Pangs with Harmony !-- Methinks, 
I hear Apolld's 15 al i 
. MELISANDER. 
Myſterious Powers 
| CASAU DNA. 
*Tis gone -And now tiarſh Diſcord takes its place: 
Dire gone now affright my trembling Ear. 
What means this Uproar of the howling Forreſt ? 
The Lioneſs and Wolf, together leagu'd, 
Purſue the Lion's Life.---Behold ! the Snare, 
Th' infernal Snare is ſet, ſpread by the Stream, 
Where, unſuſpecting Harm, he bathes at Noon. 
Soon will theſe guiltleſs Waters bluſh with Blood, 
M ELISANDER, 
There is a ſort of gloomy Light in This, 
That flaſhes Horror on me. 


CaAsSsAN DRA. 
| A black Swarm 
Of 


Io working F 
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Of fell Ideas felze my Fancy. Hence! 
O fuateh me from this Palace 1 Shambles rather! . 
It ſmells of Carnage z breathes an, hjdequs Steam, 
As if from gaping Sepulchers exhal'd; . ' 
And, lo! the ſpotleſa Loves, the Sports, the Joys, 
The 1 weeping Lanes fly > while, in their place, 
The Vices all, the raging Furies come; 
And with — nnd ops = fluſh'd Bod of ages 
Beſmear d with Gore: They ſing the funeral . | 
What do I ſee? what meas theſe mangled Forms? 
Theſe pale, theſe nightly Phantoms; Such as riſe, 
Eye, in troubled > nth ee 
See | where they fit for ever at the Extes, 
Demanding Ts — Vengeance is at hand- 
Ha !*tis tha murder'd Boys, whoſe Limbs were, here, 
Serv'd up ta their qyn Sire, to be devour'd!--. 

MxLISANDSR;, 7 : 
She wakea my Dread---The Story ken — — 
| CASSANDRA-.. 

With this devoted Race involy'd, I fall: 
Nor falls the Slave, alone the Maſter falls. 
But Man ſhall die for Man, for Woman Woman: 
n This. 


Mirian nz 
The Slave the Maſter fall! 
CAS AN DRA. 
Ah Boſom-Traitreſs Ill 3 Queen! 
And canſt thou then the barbarous Secret keep ?--- 
„Mann 
1 wo: ?* what Senne © | Speak * plain 


CASSANDRA. 


From Guilt, in vain, to greater Guilt you fly, 


From Crime to Crime precipitated---No ! 

The wickedfind no Peace--Diſtraction waits Thee!-- 

One Effort more Yes, fave thy Lord, and die 

That Throw belong'd to Virtue— Cannot then 

The gentle Powers proven -—A Moment * 
& 


- = - _ 


- n 


| Ye: in a moment: Ahe will- be wo i. omit 
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The doubtful Balance F. allows a Moment - 


'Down, down it goes, for Vengeance und for Troy 
But ah! bock ese ce, as even Foes nnen 
Abhor to ſee! eee dae M071 ii 26 
N en Mr As AN DEMED + | 
e To She. ſtaggers all my Reaſon. 
Unyel theſe ee Oracles-=:Porhajs-— 1% af 1 
Ass ADRA. "Tv a 
The Moment comes! The it on! 
ons Now? 8 SMIOTARTY 1 VY7 wie 301 e197] 541 ＋T 
75 55 1 MELISAN DER 
Dhuſual Horror drespsg-. |! 1 
- 1 3 21 ess Ax DRA. 112 7 ed 
, 290ml SLOW e. Alas! £1 
Keep from the murderous Skerifioarts Hand, 
O keep the Victim Bull! Lo! ſeiz d, he ſpurns, 
He foams in vain Behold the lifted" Bo D 
Behold the thirſty Steel !- They ſtrike him !-Hark ! 
What Difmal Eehoes run from Room to Room! 
MEANS AND C3 el 10H 
1 Bheiid a distant Weile l 4 705 propa Nel 408 
{ The Noiſe of Agamemnon's affinatibl 
heart] eee. and at "= be- 
bind be Scenes. 1 | 
c A 594 ond. _ 
. UL Again !--/Phey kret, 
The Afffhns labour Wins ſhall wound: him moſt . 
Tis done —-He falls-— . 
4!  AGAMEMNON; bebinid'the Scenes. 
gs Tvoiſe heard diſtinctliy, and near. 
| Off! Villains! Cowards! _ | 
By Villains niurder'd Ohl - 
A. D LS. 0 | 


. 15 


3 A * | "_ Gole he King) 


- F 7 
# © --4 — k , K . » 4 ” 
nannte Sie (1 \ T3401 Ap þ 
p — « . : 
; \ # — 4 0 ; 

3 # 7 9 1 #-+ —_— — f . a wo LA 
mY * 0 - . ws + 5 W 4 . 

. - 


Heavens Melifander 


It is but once that 1 have ever r eh Nh 6 


N ok 


Aren & 
„ IS QENT IV. 


MzLisanDER, - CASSANDRA,, Trojan 
Nr Fr RA, OR ESTES. 5 


1. 1 vino FElzers iT +, 
Stop, generous Stranger | eee 7 
M rene, 
What would Eliane what with Meliſander ? 


r 


Kas 0b Dad 
With at; 0 Io the King's Aſſiſtance; 
I fly; detain me 
ExzcrRa. 


Moot? He is no more 

; WIS n 9! 11 

Ha! ddl, Meni 1 
EI ZET AA. 


Yes, murder'd b Eeifbus ! dead! 
reg 5 unnuthberd- Woutdds ! O Horror! 


oe fo a her dhe — 
! fave my rother ! * - 
gry 


ather! i—No ! 


Shall I no more? 
ELECTRA. b 
But to revenge. his Death, 


O fly, Oreſtes, for that glorious: Purpoſe! F. 


Tremendous Gods ! Methinks, I ſee his Ghoft, 


RES 115 f 
, I come come! 

On Mlle. b en 
E 
Brother 5 
K 2 OREZS- 


* AK u N 0 K. 


J heard a Noiſe - FRrewell . 


| 


CAAM DU A, ad 


{ OngsrTE 
E y Siſter! | af 
DC TENG | 
EL k c TRA. 
Good Meliſander, 
O guard my Brother! fave but wy 1 la 


| Weed ro: 


* Eleftre! 
SCENE v. Wm 
ELECTRA, CASANDRA, Trojan Cs 


EAkerk l. 


The Murderets cottiel fain'd with my Father'sBlood! 
Hide me, Caſſ#»dri, tide me ftom a Sight 
I ES a Scene to Nature ſhocking! 


2 W "SCENE VI. 


e B Se di 
[mans B40. lea 


overs, ur 2 Hen, 
a Yhrows wad 


apt i ves, E 618— 
THUs with ſome of his Party, | 


En gh, e. 5 41 8 18 how ſilen 
nough, m Ho low, how t, now 
The 1 Boaſter lies Another Blow Ae 


— OE) 


CAA A. 
It hall not, baſe Aſſaſſin 


The Gods ure juft; amidſt the Crimes of Men, 


Are firmly juſt, ſupremely wiſe and good: 


The Gods are here, in all their Terrors — 
ce 


ra! 
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Jer, where in Qreagdy ogy they fit! 
And write thy Doom in 7 wine Blood ! 

EGisTHUS. 
Think ndt 16 Thake me with theſe gloomy Fables! 
This Arm that has acquit d, ſhall guard my Power; 
And fince I now en 2 my long-wiſtd "Rn 
All here is cam and c 
| CASA vA. 


en 


0 


— Gaitt'! Thy' Soul, for, 


Beneath this harden'd Pride, this brutal 
Boils with black Torments,and with inward Tem 
NE Ties, 
As Lightning flaſbes oer u troubled Sk) © © 
Thou the Prince now falls beneath th 
But hear and trembſe --- young Oreftes lives | 
: Eee, 
Hener with thy vain Proiions ning om [2 


SCENE VII. 


Bei CRASSAN DRA, Se. ad 2 them 
Aa * 70 murder ORESTES. | 


Ealsr Hus. 
Well, is Orefees dead? 
Axsavs1s, 


Ah, Sir! a! : 


| When all was in Confuſion, here, and Tumult. 


EcisTHus. | 
O nothing then is done!-- Fly ! tardy Villains ! 
Purſue him to the fartheſt Verge of Earth,-- 


No dark Retreat, no Country.—But here comes 


Another Storm. Diſtraction wings her Pace. 


SCENE 


FI - * 
C: 7 
= 
— , 
- 


7⁰ An 


NE VIII. 


| Coommneras, "EMA Cas- 
4 wire tin aan, Ge. ds ml. 


ern TEMNEST:. RAY 7 $1 
Of! give me way!, to Deſarts let me fly f 

The, wildeft Savage there 

5 pierce me thus with; Looks? - In every Eye 


Dagger; chief in thin Ha 
1 5; chief in thine (te o Feit) Ha 


ke Thee know hel Eyeayuhers filing Love, 
O "the red. Glarin hae) A FOE; $, Torch, Ai. J , 

bs now; transform'd-+.Yes,.1 5 turn n J 
But, erg,you go, g f my n $5 

Give me — happy Family around 

Eiye me my; Virtue, Honour, nay, my; Glory; 

Or e — me is Death, ths tho* Death cannot relieve me- 

Are Shel the Deeds of Love ?-- 1 cannot ſtep, 

Unleſs I dip my Niven Feet in Blood. | 


£445 ad” 


G Cor mpar'd with this A this dire Palace, 


e Sepulcher i is gay. But whither fly Po * 
Ah! what avails it where the Guilty fly, 
Since from themſelves they. „ | Behold 
The black Abyſs diſcloſes to my View: 


And down I go, a dark a deep Deſcent! -- 
Hell from heneath is mov'd © my 13 


It's Princes flock around. Behold, they ſay, 

The greatly-wretched, + 9 — Woman! 
She who preferr d the Villain to the Hero! 
The Trojan Shades, with ſharp Deriſion, thank me: 
The Grecian droop---Lo! where he comes himſelf! 
See! How in ſullen Majeſty he ſtalks! -- . 

Oh look not on me with that filent Scorn !-- 


1 am too curs d already !—— [| Faints into the Arms 


7 ber Attendants. 
Ec1s- 


A, 
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A GAMEBMNO N. 71 
EOIST Hus. 
- _ Bear her hence: 
And look ſhe be attended well —At laſt, 
I ſhall o'er toiling Fate the Victory gain 
What new Alarm? . 3:4 


_ M5 


n 9 CAss AN DRA, Sc. 10 them « 4 
* Menn. 
| Mz ESSENGER, 
3 Ag Meliſander, Sir, 
Bore off Greta. to thiaſembled Senate 
He ſhaw'd.the Prince, and rouz d them to Revenge. 


Tis neught but Rage. The People, in a Torrent, 


By Arcas headed, pour upon the Palace. 


Beſides, each monty Aamemnon's Troopa | 


EG1$THUS: 
Quick 1 Tummori here my Friends—In Jos Grove 


| They ready wait. We this important Day» 


Will or: with, Conqueſt crown, or bravely. die. 
„ CASSAN DRA. 

No, Tyrant, no ! the Gods reſuſe thee That: 
IN like the Brave, but like the trembling Coward, 
h'aſlaſlinating Coward, thou ſhalt die; 

Th in cha Spot, where Agamemnon lies! 
EG1s8THUS, - 
theſe ill boding Women to d their Fate ; 
nd guard Electra. : 
CASSAN DRA. 
The moſt grateful Gift 
A 1 can beftow i is inſtant Death. 


We ſhall be happy ſoon. But all the Gods, 
Combining all 255 Mercy, from Remorſe, 


From Scorn and Miſery, cannot fave the Villain, 


"THE EN P. 


e 
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| 
' 
| 
: 


E P 1 1. O G UE. 


spoken by Mrs, Citter. Sys 


U R Bard, to Modern Erilogue's a PE 
Thinks ſuch mean Mtb but deadens, generous 
= ;_ 1 "CE: 
Diet in idle Air the 1 Sigh, 
And weeps the tender Tear from Pitys Eye: 


No more with ſocial Warmth the Beſom burns; 


250 all ti unfeeling, ſelhſo 2 retur us. 


"Sheds began :--- And' you arprov'd the Strain ; 
Till the next Couplut funk to light and Wh | 
You check'd bim there ---To You, to Reaſon 
He owns be triumph'd in your kind Ds ar pa] 
Charn'd by your Fromm, by your Diſpheaſure wk 
He mo the tes Viztue of your Tue. 

Wide will it's Influentgt [pread, as ſoon as 222 
Truth, to be low d, needs nyly 10 Lee 

Confirm it, once, the Faſhion to be gj 
(Since Faſhion leads the Fel, and awes'the' [Ruded/ * 
No Petulance ſhall waund the Publick Ear; 

No Hand applaud what Honour ſbuns to hear: 
No painful Bluſh the Modeſt Cheek ſhall lain, 
The worthy Breaſt ſhall heave with no diſdain. 
Cbaſtisd to Decency, the Britiſh Sage 9120 + 
Shall oft invite the Fair, invite the 5 


i 6 


1 


Both fball attend tuell. pitas d, 'well-pleas'd depart; 


Or if they daom the ene, ab 2 ho Heart. 


— 


4 2 _ 


— — 1 — 


Another Epilogue was ſpoken after the firl 
Repreſentation of the Play, which began, with 
the firſt ſix Lines of This: but the reſt of that 
Epilogue, having been very juſtly difliked by 

the Audience, This was ſubſtituted in, its, Place, 


OUS 


